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PREFACE 

The writer of the verses in this volume died on 
.October 19, 1903, in his sixty-eighth year. His friends 
had long since urged him to make such a collection, 
and the poems placed here as introductory show that 
at one time he had thoughts of complying. 

It was characteristic of him to label the contents 
of his portfolio thus : — ^^graviora quaedamy — stomacM^ 
jecoris torpidi^ cordis suppositicii^ cordis veri^ — variola 
adumbrata^ — leviore plectrOy nonsense to children, 
songs, etc., — rag-remnants of the teens." 

A roughly chronological order has been kept, but 
overlapping was here and there unavoidable: dates 
have therefore only been added where it seemed of 
advantage. There are here presented Early Poems ; 
Poems of Loneliness, of Fancy, of Reflection: 
RugbdancL^ Harroviana^ Haileyburiana', then Songs 
of Pilgrimage and of the Mountains : lastly. Verses 
to Children, Topical Verses, and Poems of the later 
years. 

V 



VI PREFACE 

The second part of the volume consists of transla- 
tions, mostly from the French and German. Several 
have appeared in iht Journal of Education ; one in 
the Academy, The renderings of German Volkslieder 
were for the most part due to the exhortation of a 
lover of music, anxious to have versions that could 
be sung, 

A translation in blank verse of the First Book of 
Lucan might yet be made public to scholars. 

Two or three old friends have done much to help 

by advice. There has been some encouragement to 

hope, that the book will have interest for not a few 

readers, to whom the writer was personally unknown ; 

but it must make its first appeal to those who knew 

something of the mind and character which found 

occasional expression in these poems. It is believed 

that such will accord a welcome to the best memorial 

that can now be raised. - 

A. J. R. 
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ARACHNIA 

A NEW young poetaster ? 

Fear not, my time is by : 
I was but a schoolmaster ; 

No budding bard am I. 

Tis but a musty note-book 
With scanty scraps of rhyme 

Of one that never wrote book, 
Nor meant to, all the time. 

Some Rhenish songs or Roman 
More fit for scholar's eye ; 

Some boyish moods for no man 
Save friends, if friends will buy. 

They bid me print ; they crave it, — 
Kind comrades, pupils true ; 

But will they guard and save it 
From ignominious rue ? 

Will Cobwebs from the Comer 
Long left in silence dumb 

B 



Find any keen Jack Homer, 
Or he find any plum ? 

IVe dressed the babe they told me, 

IVe put it out to nurse ; 
But shall I find they've ** sold " me ? 

What matter ? who's the worse ? 

[1895.] 



Because he is a raven and no dove, 

Shall he not croak as God hath given him voice ? 

Or shall it staunch his issues, that a brain 

Breeds weevils as another man's doth worms ? 

Choke not his gasp ! The slimiest little pool 

That drains the dunghill of its oozy rheum 

Hath mannikins, and mimic polities. 

And things that roll and gender of their kind 

To flout the swollen Titans of the soil. 

There is no weed that sprouts o'er dead men's eyes 

But hath some sweetening in his bitterness. 

There is no soul that writhes among the doomed 

But poses some old graces in his throes. — 

Why not ? why not ? Let each ungag his spleen. 

(186-.] 



Ah, bless you ! I know what they^re made of ! 

And, love you ! I know how it's done. 
The Bishops and Deans 
That were chums of our teens. 



Pundits in history, 
Magic and mystery, 
Crowding your shelf, — 
You could write them yourself. 
Wine of the poet, 
I'll teach you to grow it. 
There's lots we qan make a parade of, 
But nothing new under the sun. 



FROM DEATH TO BIRTH 

The autumn bows his weary head, . 
And lays him in his lowly bed ; 
Anon the young months carolling 
Uprouse him to the mom of spring. 

For such the order of the earth — 

From birth to death, from death to birth. 

Old things upspringing ever new, 

And truth by falsehood proved more true. 

Not second thoughts, but third are best, 
Not idleness, but work hath rest ; 
And law on license bindeth thee. 
But law fulfilled is liberty. 

From glamour through the dark to light, 
Through gloom from glare to perfect sight. 
Through bonds to conquer in the strife. 
From life in death through death to life. 



ALL ALL TOO SOON 

All all too soon 
The eyes are bright that wept a darling's grave ; 

Too quickly the lost moon 
Tricks her new homs athwart the widowed wave ; 

In many a gay festoon 
Young woodbine round the hallowed ruin creepeth : — 
Cheer thee, true heart ; love is not dead, but sleepeth. 

The gentle boy 
Fearless, yet tender, as the autumn wind, 

Unheeding that pure joy 
Leaves all his winsome bloom of youth behind, 

And in some rude employ 
Pleasure on pleasure, care on care still heapeth : — 
Cheer thee, true heart ; love is not dead, but sleepeth. 

The breath of sighing 
Is hushed, and checked the sob, and dried the tears 

For her that is low-l)mig ; 
And memory's voice adown the lengthening years 

Is faintly faintly dying ; — 



For fame, for pelf, not love the pulse now leapeth : — 
Cheer thee, true heart ; love is not dead, but sleepeth. 

The truant soul 
That will not, when her master calleth her, 

Since from him first she stole, 
The more he 'treateth, doth the more demur. 

Tending to her own goal, 
And hath no ruth that her dear Lord still weepeth : — 
Cheer thee, true heart ; love is not dead, but sleepeth. 



AT ROSLIN 

Cloy them, cousin Alice, 
From the brimming chalice 

Of that dewy eye ; 
Surfeit them, bright maiden, 
From those lips o'erladen 

With clear melody. 
Sure 'twas some sweet ringing 
Of such silver singing 

Borne adown the breeze. 
Mariners encharming 
Lured them to their harming 

In Italian seas. 



H.M.S. IRIS 

My soul through all the watches of the night 
In saddest vigil holds her tearful fast, 

Nor pastures wonted harvest of delight 

But ruthful memories of the envenomed past ; 

So the harsh cuckoo rapes the songster's nest, 

And juice of brightest flowers is bitterest. 

Not now in fairy shallop down the seas 
Of phantasy she skims from isle to isle, 

Gathering what new conceits may serve to please 
And earnest joy beget or merry smile, — 

Gems for rich store and fruits for present using, — 

Loves to withstand her, all the others losing. 

The gaunt assessors of her orphanhood. 

Her silent fellows through the constant hours, 

No nimble sprites are these, no jocund brood 
Of mythic errantry or lover's bowers. 

But horrors of inextricable trance 

And wannest ghosts of buried circumstance. 



Whoso with bursting pulse and shuddering tread 
Upon the midnight through God's acre walks, 

Being wrung with agony that from the dead 
Some wanderer pace for pace beside him stalks, 

Learns to descry, the features of a friend 

And turn preamble sad to holy end. 

And this strong flood that surges o'er the heart 
And sweeps in ruin through its smiling plains, 

With riot weary, sinking part by part, 

Shall leave it fertile of more generous gains : — 

The sweetest peace to sharpest war replies, 

And flame that hottest burns best purifies. 

Grey breaks the dawn ; and I with heavy heart, 
All weary with the wrestling of its grief, 

Call the dank air to cool its burning smart. 
And steadfast earth to yield its swoon relief, 

Impressing nature's every element 

To minister to this my discontent. 

It may not be ; the tears that dim these eyes 
Change the brown fallows to the watery main ; 

The very hinds with their crow-scaring cries 

Seem but to chant the seaman's toilsome strain ; 

The wind that sweeps the wold for many a mile 

Whistles through patient cordage all the while. 

Purblind they gaze upon some stately elm. 
Till looms the outline of thy sea-girt home. 
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Compact from prow to bunting, stem to helm, 

Of proudest front to spurn mad ocean's foam : — 
Yet what trim ship can to these eyes be fair, 
That from this heart this heart's desire doth bear ? 

The puckered cheeks of sea-worn mariners, — 
Brows that are seamed with scars of Chersonese, - 

Sear eyes long shrunken in disuse of tears, — 

Cumberless boys, — grave captains hard to please ;- 

And one dear form, the flower of all that crew, 

A soul unwarped, still truest of the true. 

The laggard sun red struggling through the mist 
Decks the false morn with meretricious glare ; — 

Nor now the breezes wanton as they list, 
The blushing sails embrace the constant air ; — 

Too fast thy prow hath carved the purple plain ; 

Too soon the long white furrows close again. 

O winsome Fancy, fickle fickle maid ! 

Beguiling ever and beguiled thyself I 
Too well thy truest lover truly said. 

And not miscalled thee a "deceiving elf" ! 
Yet may we pity thee thy hapless part, — 
Thine too the loss, and thine the bruised heart ! 

O Self, poor Self ! thy guilt what man shall judge ? 

Thou soul's offence from Adam to the end ! 
That whining thus canst sordidly begrudge 

England's fair child fair England to defend ; — 
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Or speed the halcyon days that are to come, 
And smooth the path for Christ and Christendom ! 

Farewell, sweet Iris \ — Many a sunny mom 
May thy bright eponym sit at thy prow, 

In southern seas most deftly to adorn 

With myriad-sparkling hues thy placid brow ; 

On peaceful mission or in duel fell. 

For England and her hearths God speed thqo^ell ! 

1857. 
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AT JESUS COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE 

[" Pasted on door of case of a skeleton (pedlar — hanged) which 
I took at midnight from the College Library to my rooms, 
having promised our Master to mend his 1^. He came out at 
night, so I put these (the Latin) up to keep him quiet."] 



Sic, oras per inhospitas vagantem, 
Infelix caput, insHtoris umbra, 
Te coetus precibus juvent piorum, 
Nee vexent meritum exsecrationes, 
Ut non ossibus aridis jocosus 
In nostris Laribus tumultuaris ; 
Nee suris vetulam meam protervus 
Hue illue crepitantibus fatigas ; 
Nee motu subitarios salad 
Saltus in puerum dabis tretnentem ; 
Neefoedis lepidissime renidens 
Luscum rictubus efferas Molossum ; 
Nee noctu mihi grata somnianti 
Insidens onere improbo gravabis. 
Sic demum requie fruaris alma, 
Infelix caput, institoris umbra. 



my bedmaker. 



my gyp. 



my one-eyed 
dog Dick. 



So, wandering on that shore of gloom, 
Thou pedlar's ghost without a tomb, 
Outcast, alone. 
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May prayers avail to do thee good, 
Nor curses find thee as they should 

For many a prank, 
As thou shalt keep each withered bone 

And scanty shaiik 
From sportive romping in my room ; — 
Nor with too free advances chase 
My bedmaker about the place 

And drive her from her wits ; 
Nor make an onslaught on my gyp 
Or seize him in facetious grip 

To scare him into fits ; 
Nor grinning wide from ear to ear 
Drive piad my one-eyed bull-dog Dick, 
Or stop me dreaming of my dear 
With any scurvy nightmare trick ; — 
As thou shalt pay good heed to this. 
So may'st thou yet find rest and bliss, 
And cease one day to fret and fume, 
Thou pedlar's ghost without a tomb ! 
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CAMBRIDGE 

Two fitful lamps in the silent court 

Scarce vigour enough can muster 
To throw on the nearest ivy-leaves 

A faint and sickly lustre. 
My voiceless books on their dusty shelves 

Hang drearily round and above me, 
For I'm a poor wretch with a Fellowship 

And never a soul to love me. — 
One or two friends, good fellows enough, 

Still linger about the old College ; 
One or two bring me a noddle to stuff 

With scrapings of Classical knowledge ; 
One or two dons I don't care for a straw 

In years and in learning above me ; — 
Servants that live on one, cramming their maw,- 

But never a soul to love me ! 
Right it should be so ; — why should it not ? 

Love for the lovable only ; — 
Yet a tup put to graze by himself for the rot 

May be pardoned for saying he's lonely. 

1859. 
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A MOOD 

O CRUEL birth of Spring ! O envenomed breath 
Of the warm west ! O anguish of half-drowned 

Tom from the senselessness of their sweet swound,- 
By tender touchings torn to life in death, 

To voice of lambs, to moan of turtle-dove, — 

The intolerable hunger-pangs of love. 

The golden. buds aflame against the sky 

Would kill me with their clearness ; golden hours 

Of all past loves start in the tangled flowers 
To hem my feet with all past phantasy. 

That bloom afresh with all the blooming glade : — 

traitorous loves, that will not, will not fade ! 

Fade not ! yet glinting in your April dew 
I still have heart to stir a trampling tread 

To crush your smiling out, — once fashioned 
To nurse my spirit, not my soul serve you. 

Many and mad, but disenthroned ye lie, 

1 being among myself at unity. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE 

An old love 
And a cold love 

How hard it is a-dying ! 

A stone but bruises the skin of it, 
And a stake but slips the thin of it ; 
It wriggles back into life again, 
And shoots its fangs for the strife again 

To set the heart a-sighing ! 

A sad thing 
And a mad thing 

When all is past and ended, — 

When he has rid himself of them. 
And stored the jar on a shelf of them, — 
To dream of a quivering scale again 
And the last little throb of the tail again, 

As if it could be mended ! 
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A TEN YEARS' LOVE 

I TOOK a ten years' love from out its chest, — 
It was a little faded, but not much ; — 

A hue or two the sadder, — for the rest 
Brave to the eye, and silken to the touch. 

I brushed a speck or two ; I smoothed a fold ; 

And mused if I should wear it as of old. 

Ah well ! the skies are chillier nowadays ; 

I fear me it might hardly be so warm ; — 
The dews are damper, rougher are the ways, 

I could not bear it if it came to harm ; — 
'Tis delicate for thrusting in a crowd : — 
I'll set it by ; — 'twill make a gallant shroud. 
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SUGGESTED BY SOMETHING READ 
IN THE "SPECTATOR" 

Hear these bl^hted boys of twenty, 

With their dolcefar niente. 

Chirp of dearth amid their plenty ! 

Let them try at thirty-eight, 
Lodged in bachelor estate, 
Brooding o'er their cheerless grate ! 

Not a blessed thing to love, 
Not a nest, and not a dove, 
Never a nursery above ! 

Ah the heart, its in and out. 

When you're stupid and you're stout, 

Is no thing to carol about ! 



^ J 
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THE GRATEFUL GRUMBLER 

[To Mrs. M , in Devonshire] 

Thanks for a moment's breathing-space apart, 
Where on the path a few soft dew-drops lay 

For blistered feet that bear a barren heart 
O'er wizened ruts along the withered way, 
And bear it — ^whither ? — who shall sing or say ? 

What dwindled paradise of starveling aims, 
The embriared garden of a house of clay ! 

Yet 'mid the rays that scorch, the road that maims— 
Disused to love and life and joy and tears — 

Let serve for me, that from that kindly balm — 
From all that winsome promise of young years, 

The busy goodness and the homesome calm — 
I gain a moment's graciousness to bless 
The moment's anodyne of waste weariness. 
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ALONE 

A BARE grey reef, half a league from the shore, 

A fathom out of the sea, 
That ages ago the salt surge tore 

From the cliff where he fain would be ; — 
And the warm west wind could not cheat his pain, 
Nor the soft south wind make him grassy again. 
But the hungry surf of the pitiless main 

Swept over him fast and free. 

And blossoms from green sea-gardens strown 

Lay weltering off and on, — 
Or flecks from the golden furze-downs blown 

In a breath, at a breath were gone ; — 
But the wanton weeds would not stay with him. 
Nor the golden glory grow grey with him. 
But the breakers may do what they may with him. 

Alone, and alone, and alone. 

So winter on winter lower to sink 

He boweth his bare grey crest, 
And the nearer he wears to the water's brink 

The nearer he cometh to rest ; — 



J 
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Till the tide that would not let the green grow, 
And the wilful wave that despoiled him so, 
And the fretful breakers that brought him low 
Shall hide him in their breast. 

Yet, for once, who knows ? from the summer dells,- 

When the weary waves are spent. 
When the evening voice of bleating and bells 

Is over the level blent, — 
The homestead's breath shall fall lightly on him, 
And the crimson glow shall be sightly on him, 
And the tender stars rise brightly on him, — 
Alone, and alone, and alone ! 
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FINZEAN 

How dark the night ! How deep the garden glooms ! 

No Spirit of the midnight breathing nigh 

Uplifts the heavy odours of the rose 

And jessamine, that languidly repose 

Nestling about the casement. As I peer, 

Compact, end on in the murk there dimly looms 

The close-shorn holly of a century ; — 

As though, heeled over on an alien strand, 

Some storm-wracked barque had sought eternal rest 

No fall nor rustle touches the strained ear. 

Save when a lone shriek borne from the owl i' the west 

Rings out to Cloch-na-ben and frets the sleeping land. 
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A FANCY 

Grass in my lady's chamber, 

Grass in the lordly hall, 
And the rowans blink through mony a chink 
That scars the castle wall 
Loup loup the puddock^ 

And aye the skreigh-owl skirl^ 
And the dark dank rock still throb at the shock 
Of the watet^s angry swirl 1 

Weeds in my lady's garden. 

And briar and bracken and burr, 
And for ever mute the fife and lute. 
Though the spectral night-jar whirr. 
Loup loup the puddock^ 

And aye the skreigh-owl skirl, 
And the dark dank rock still throb at the shock 
Of the water's angry swirl! 

Rotting the courtly guests. 

And rotting the warrior brave ; 
Strange tales might tell the dry draw-well 
Of a thirty-fathom grave. 
Loup loup the puddock, 

And aye the skreighrowl skirl. 
And the dark dank rock still throb at the shock 
Of the water's angry swirl I 
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THE FAIRY FAITH 

Oh ! for the fairy faith, 

And the days of our woodland dreams, 
And the wee wee men of the glimmering glea 

That danced in the silvery beams ! 

Blue-bells merrily tinkling 

To the beetle's drowsy drone, 
Fairy feet daintily twinkling 

About the mushroom throne ; — 

Moonlight mellowly beaming 

Where flickering leaflets glance, 
Gossamer gaily gleaming 

In the round of the restless dance ; — 

Cannikins cantily clinking 

Dashed with the dewy wine. 
Gold heaps cheerily chinking 

Deep down in the elfin mine ! — 

Till over the grey glebe glinting 
Lucifer lift his head ; 
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And away at his very first hinting 
The vision were viewless fled ! 

Oh ! for the fairy faith, 

And the days of our woodland dreams, 
And the wee wee men of the glimmering glen 

That danced in the silvery beams ! 
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LOST ! 

Fairy-folk, fairy-folk, — oh the weary weather ! 

I have found a little maid, 

She has wandered up the glade ; 

Come and help her ere she fade 
Among the fading heather ! 

Tiny-foot, tiny-foot, where have you been going ? ^ 

We will keep you warm and dry, 

Till the laughing April sky 

Bid the gloomy winter fly 
And violets all are blowing ! 

Cherry-lip, cherry-lip, how you have been crying ! 
Come with us, and you shall sleep 
All the while the winds may weep, 
And the snows a fathom deep 

Upon the hills are lying. 

Fairy-folk, fairy-folk, come along and bear her ! 

Catch her breath ere she be gone, 

Lay her on a fairy throne ; 

When the elfin-horns are blown 
What fairy shall be fairer ? 
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SONG 

Fairies, quit your mountain-streams, 
Dancing to the pale moonbeams. 
Leave your pranks in mortal dreams 

Leave the ruddy berries ; 
Leave the river-lily fair, 
Child of water and of air. 
Leave your toads and fireflies rare, 

Leave your nutshell wherries. 

Hasten, all ye trusty elves, 
Hasten and bestir yourselves. 
Quit your holes and rocky shelves 

Stored with golden treasure ; 
Leave the ruby in the nest ; 
I will find you fairer quest : — 
Come from East and come from West, 

To do my lady's pleasure. 
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THE DISSECTING-ROOM AT 
EDINBURGH 

afiaaOe r&pSe Svarrfvov Oepof; 

Where the seething surge of a mighty city 

Roars around an islanded silent court, 
And the sad spirits of wisdom of old and of pity 

Work within, that the world without may sport ; 
Up the stairs, and along the corridor, 

Stand in a hall, arrayed in seemly order 
On some two dozen trestles, less or more, 

A score of corpses, — ^and a watchful warder. 

And over these with severing blade of bistoury, 

Amid that fragrance of the nine days' dead, 
Each student wrist is probing the deep mystery 

Of broken heart-strings and of fevered head. 
From day to day the dank cloth raised displays 

Fold under fold a nakeder humanity; — 
But most I marvel at the ghastly ways 

Of that strange noiseless warder's grim urbanity. 

Still creeping round from table unto table 

With careful spoil he clippeth his fingers bent. 

Young men and maidens, — Marmaduke or Mabel, — 
Sinew and nerve and scraped integument. 

As who an Advent sermon doth attend 

On "gather ye the fragments ere the Judgement," 
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So he against the coining of the end 
In-gathereth still with courteous begrudgement. 

Then in that antechamber, from his platter 

In one wide coflSn storeth away his dole, — 
Bridegrooms and brides, some leaner and some fatter, 

Stark shreds of many bodies and no soul. — 
There (I not knowing guess but what I can), 

When night hath closed their working and his 
weeding, 
Rubbeth his hands, and buildeth him a man, 

From week to week still choosing and still kneading. 

I have a friend, or such as is his seeming, — 

(Tin toys that angels mould us of the true), — 
Who goes his rounds, such silent project scheming. 

And picks his morsel now of me, now you. 
From spleen liquescent, bursten node of life. 

Pain-swollen veins, a studiorum liber^ 
He harvesteth, of such as strove their strife, 

A parti-streaked congeries of fibre. 

And wary, lest by scantier dissections 

He mar his aim, like that famed "palace of art," 
Shreddeth therein sprinkling of dear affections, — 

Choice cells of midriff, and fresh-quivering heart. 
But whether, when all is done, ere he hath broke him, 

The great gaunt model of his phantasy 
Upon the midnight shall arise and choke him, — 

I think that neither he can bode nor I. 

1 86-. 
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TO MY FRIEND 

I HAD a tame cat, and it scratched ; — 

What wonder it should ? 
To the friend with whom I was matched 

In arterial blood 
A letter for help I dispatched. 

But he said, " It is one out of four 

That makes you cry out, — 
For either you're cut to the core, 

Which I very much doubt, — 
Or you fancy it, which is a bore : — 

" Or you're shamming a passion, and tear it 
To pieces, to get me to cry with you ; — 
Or you want me to see how you bear it, 

And swear I am ready to die with you ;- 
Twist it halter-wise, prithee, and wear it" 

So I let the thing tear out my heart, — 

What matter it should ? 
Twill teach it to play a brave part, 

This mousing in blood ; — 
What's the odds if a ventricle smart ? 
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THE THING AND THE LOOK' 

Look you, this man we boast our poet now, 
This cheery old chiffonier with his clip, 
Adept at flirting from the midnight mire 
With click and light inversion of his wand 
Stories for store, time-honoured drift of tales ; — 
Some shirt-arm, think you, or the flap of a boot 
Burst company on the kerb-stone reeling home ? 
Well, you shall see him, redolent of his spoil. 
This chuckling cheery old chiffonier chap, 
A-crouch i' the embers, with the door on bolt. 
How deftly he will spread the savoury rags. 
Trick all the stitches, all the seams anew. 
Fondle the shift, and swear t'will soon be fit 
To flout my lord archbishop's chasuble. 
A clumsy clog ? — your eye deceives you, sir, — 
But a buskin,— one of the good ripe Attic stock, 
Shaped on the tree that soled young Sophocles. 
Your wisdom's dam had dropped a seven months' 
bant. 

^ '* A short attempt at the style of Robert Brownings The Ring 
and the Book : — written before Calverleys really able one" 
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No whipper this of creams and syllabub ; 
No Tennysonian tintinnabulum 
To tickle spot-paunched trout o' summer noons ! 
A true dissector, sir, of Vesalin's breed ; — 
Will soul-anatomise your spleen to the quick 
(Girl-Muses, save you, have votes nowadays). 
And serve you up a compost with the crumbs. 
But music, and toy-melody, and the like, — 
A trick, sir, a mere trick o* the silver age ! 
Did wroth Isaiah champ Jew's harp, my friend ? 
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IN COURSE OF A WALK, NEAR 
RUGBY 

[^^JVear/y the woman's own words "] 

" Tell me, good woman, is this the Coventry road ? " 
"Yes, sir, round that comer, and then 
Past where you see that big sheep-pen, 

And that patch of beans just mowed." 

" What is that under your shawl ? — a child ? 

Five weeks old ! Wrap it up, the weather is wild." 
Three or four drops that fell from the sky. 
Three or four tears that fell from her eye, 
Told the storm was going to begin, — 
Hinted a sea of trouble within. 

"Why stand there in the cross-roads all alone?" 
"That's my husband, sir, there in that ditch." 
Her face was fair, but oh! what a helpless 
twitch ; — 

Her voice was sweet, but oh ! what a hopeless moan. 

" Can't keep his hands and his mouth off the drink ; — 
Struck me just now for following him down here ; — 

D 
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Just got his money to-day for cutting those beans ; — 
Can't keep his hands and his mouth off that cursed 

beer. 
There he'll lie now for hours like that on the brink. — 
This is the youngest of five, sir ; all his too, and all of 

them weans. 
All that he does earn goes to the tap, I don't get 

any;— 
Haven't one child in the world, sir, that brings me in 

a penny." 

What could I 
But listen and learn the lesson by rote, — 
Standing there like any dumb ass, — 
Hearing there in my square white tie, — 
I a Levite and all, in my best black clerical coat ? 
Give her a shilling to salve a life's sorrow ? 
Tell her her feelings to smother ? 
Speak to the doubled-up mass, — 
That lay there drunk and dank on the matted grass. 
And dank and drunk would lie till he staggered back 
home on the morrow. 
Cursing the wife of his bosom, cursing his 
children's mother ? 
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ECCLESIASTICUS 

Whoso amid his wealth doth live at ease, 
At nought who grieveth, whom all thing doth please, 
Who hath delight in drink and meat and breath : — 
To him how bitter is the thought of death. 

But for the poor, for him whose joy is past, 
The glory of whose life is fleeting fast, 
Whom all things vex, whom hope abandoneth : — 
How sweet to him the thought of thee, O death ! 

The men of old are hidden in the grave. 
And their posterity no man shall save ; — 
This law for mortals God still uttereth : — 
Then fear not thou, O man, the doom of death ! 
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HYMN 

When our way, O Lord, is dreary, 

Grant in every new employ 
Grace to find for hearts aweary 

Earnest of Thy promised joy. 
If the dust of life should blind us, 

If our hope is sore opprest, 
Ever may Thy word remind us 

Earthly toil is heavenly rest 

As the sign on high uplifted 

0*er the serpent^s fiery breath 
To the gaze of faith was gifted 

With a power to conquer death ; — 
The assurance of Thy blessing 

Held before our mortal eyes 
Will sustain us bravely pressing 

Onward for the pilgrim's prize. 

Though beyond death's river only 

We shall know our Master near, 
Yet in crowded throng or lonely 

May we feel His comfort here. 
Close on heavenly glory verges 

Heavenly life on earth begun ; — 
Soon the dawn its twilight merges 

In the splendour of the sun. 
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THE ELEVENTH DAY— MORNING 
PRAYER 

Nevertheless^ 

though I be What a wind without the walls 

sometime _ , . _ 

afraid. In the Organ intervals, — 

Scudding clouds and trees a-swinging ; — 
Iris-shadows from the glass 
Flash a note or two and pass, 
Shadow-mazes gleam and go 
On the sober ranks below, — 
That I may On the heads we two love so, 

Int^'^i^h?^ All the while the Psalms are singing. 

the living. 

Let them con- Hues, as at the last uncovering, 

l^Zcur^ ^^ Still 'twixt dead and angel hovering ; 

While the trusty cherub sorters, 
With the adamantine scroll 
Of the ages* muster-roll, 
For the gathering of the flock 
At the headstone stand and knock, 
Doubtless there When the empyrean's clock 

%dgfth/^ Chimes the fourth of its four quarters. 

earth. 



Rugby, 
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"HOLY, HOLY, HOLY"— "LIFT UP 

YOUR HEADS"— THE WEDDING 

MARCH 

Hark ye how the organ pealing, 
Strange new hope to men revealing, 
Cries of the good end and of the joy that yet shall 
be? 
Hark ! the walls we love so dearly 
Ringing back the trumpet clearly. 
Breathing into God's own children " power and love 
and purity." 

Ye in whom my soul rejoices 
Shout with your five hundred voices 
Weaving the new song that then each loving heart 
shall sing ; — 
Lift up every voice in chorus, — 
Heaven's gates are wide before us, — 
All shall march in their white raiment to the bridal of 
their King. 

For the earth hath done her moaning, 
Christ is come to His enthroning, — 
See ye not the hosting of the armies of the dead ? 
See ye not the heaven sundering 
While the marriage march is thundering ? 
There is none that shall be lonely, — there is none but 
shall be wed ! 



39 



To F. T. 

i^'but not sent to Mm'') 

Fie upon the tongues of them ! 
Foul befall thelungs of them ! 
Can we yet " forgive them, for they know not what 
they do"? 
Smirching so the name of him, 
Compassing the shame of him, 
Him of all our Church's sons, most tender and most 
true! 

Till the brawling crowd shall cease 
Why shall we alone hold peace, 
We that love thee, master, dearly, we that know thee 
best? 
Must our scorn still keep us dumb 
'Mid the hubbub and the hum. 
We, whose more than half our souls are bounden to 
thy breast ? 

Their dead hearts shall yet be living ; — 
They shall know what we are giving ; — 
They shall love thee with the loving of thy School 
House towers : — 
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For our loss we give thee sadly, 
For our cause we give thee gladly, — 
When was ever gladdest loss so sad a gain as ours ? 

Yes ! the land that reared the boy 
Yet shall own the man with joy ; 
Worthiest may she deem thee of the heroes she hath 
bred: 
Devon's mariners shall meet thee. 
Brawny Cornish arms shall greet thee, 
Gwennap ring again with more than Wesley from the 
dead. 

Let the wilful spend their worst ; 

England yet shall hold thee first. 
Blazoning the inviolate truth beside the "inviolate 
sea " ; 

But the flame that shineth through thee 

Most is ours that nearest knew thee ; — 
Not again can others know, nor others love, as we. 

Rugby, December 1869. 
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RANAE^ 

Brekekekex kekex I 
Come let us harry and vex 
This heretic Bishop of Exe : — 
Down with your intellect, down with the lex^ 
Brekekekex kekex I 

Brekekekex kodx I 
Stick to him, frogs, like wax ; — 
Cover his shins with hacks ; — 
His creed it is horrid, his morals are lax, 
Brekekekex kodx t 

Brekekekex kekex I 
'Tis snugger to lark 
In the mud and the dark, 
And chirp a kekex 
Irrespective of sex. 
And croak our kodx 
Like a parcel of quacks, 
Than quake in the light 
- Of the truth and the right 
As taught by the Bishop of Exe. 

^ These verses also were never seen by the late Archbishop of 
Canterbury. 
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ON MIXED PUPILS . 

I WONDER, to look on some commonplace 

Crass carcase in calm cow-hide, 
What on earth, if one could see through the case. 

The works are doing inside ! 

Is he, as were some from his years (fifteen) 

A fuming furnace fire, 
A darkness, and a flickering sheen, 

A simmering sad desire ? 

And scorns and sorrows and loves and pains 

Are playing roulette within, 
And now it is Gabriel getting the gains. 

And now 'tis Gehenna and sin ? 

And will he be gutted and taken to bits 
With pincers some day and cleaned, 

And a bright new spring be put into the thing 
As fresh as the day he was weaned ? 

Or shall he not rather gently detach, 

And with easy careless pitch 
Make room (and be damned) for a new one to match. 

Chucked into the nearest ditch ? 
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*' SWIFT'S"^ IN NOVEMBER 

The cold grey mist creeps low along the mead. 
The cusped cup of the thin golden moon 
Is doubled in the darkening water's breast. 
And with the falling gust, the nodding sedge 
Its rhythmic undulation's mimicry 
Has stayed, and sleeps upon the sleeping wave. 
Some tiny dweller in the reeds beyond 
Gives one low muffled plunge, and all is still 
Save for the skimming of a ghostly bat 

Yet as I muse, methinks I feel the sheen 
Of mid-May noons grow bursting o'er the grass 
Aglow with the green promise of the year ; 
And snowy hawthorn dancing to the sky, 
And breezy pipings of young-mated birds 
A-welcoming, a-welcoming anew. 
With peremptory buddings of the joy 
That will not be gainsaid. — And tripping down 
From yonder stile by babbling twos and threes. 
With lilting laugh across the buttercups. 
Light-laden with their happy-hearted teens. 
Come — leaving Plato far o'er fence and field — 
Playmates to woo the languor of the pool 
Or tumble back the tresses of the stream, 
Till all the margin green is pearly-sprent 
With flashing shoulders and their silvery spray. 

1 The old Bathing-place at Rugby. 
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TO R. W. 

[" On his sending me a copy of his new translation 
of Sophocles;' 1882] 

Thanks for your glossy gift, whose outward show, 
Smooth to the touch and restful to the eye. 

Hints something of the wealth that lies below, 
The moulded force, the rhythmic harmony. 

One Pleiad of your seven is the star 

Now rules my midnight, while again I see 

A sister's love with civic law at war, — 
The prison grave of doomed Antigone. 

I marvel o'er the record of your skill 

So deftly wrought to such triumphant end, 

And hardly dare, with reverential thrill, 
To call the English Atticist my friend : — 

Right glad to know the prince of choric song. 
Nursed on the shores of blue Saronic wave, 

Truest interpreter hath found among 

Our inland fields that Avon's waters lave. 

Henceforth the music of Achamian brooks 
Or nightingale that haunts Colonus' grove 

Is blent with mellow cawing of the rooks 
On misty mornings in the elms we love. 
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HEROES ANGELIC 

Harroiv Song. 

Heroes angelic on Haemus or Helicon 

All, all are dead ; 
Where shall our mountain, where shall our fountain, 

Be now instead ? 
How it confuses — sang the nine Muses — 

Our poor dear head ! 
We must go roaming from dawn to the gloaming — 

So they all said. 

The Alps and the white Himalayas 

Are all very pleasant to see ; 
But of right little, tight little, bright little hills , 

Our Harrow is highest, say we, 

Caucasus, Teneriffe, Ararat, any reef 

Seeking went they ; 
Right to the Andes, and Juan Fernandez, 

A very long way ! 
Dhawalagiri would be very dreary 

On a wet day ; 
Nor could an Apennine make us a happy nine — 

So they did say. 

The Alps, etc. 
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Here there were ravages often of savages, 

There snakes with stings ; 
One was too old for them, one was too cold for them, 

One had no springs ; 
This was too dry for them, that was too high for them, 

Not having wings ; 
Some were too hot for them, none the right spot for 
them. 

Poor dear old things ! 

The Alps, etc. 

Wearied with wandering, puzzled with pondering, 

Then they came here : — 
This is their mountain, though as to their fountain 

That's not so clear ; 
But what just as nice is, there's Fuller's with ices 

And ginger-beer ; 
And now to the Muses, no hill that they use is 

One half so dear. 

The Alps, etc. 
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IN THE DAYS OF OLD 

Harrow Song. 

In the days of old ere the world grew cold, 

When the Universities 
To Wimbledon sent their mandrils bold, 

And learned chimpanzees ; — 
Then stem papas were gorillas, 

And all the naughty pets 
That now torment their fond mammas 

Were good little marmosets. 

And sometimes stilly try as hard as I will^ 

I dream of the vanished joy ^ 
When the palms grew green on the top of the hilly 

And I was a monkey-boy. 

What merry, merry noise of monkey-boys 

Rang through our wooded hill ! 
The cocoa-nuts brown were our only toys. 

But there wasn't a single Bill 
For football these were too small to please. 

For cricket far too big ; 
But we played with them anyhow under the trees, 

And we did not care a fig ! 

And sometimes stilly etc. 
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And then, and then, there was no steel pen. 

No lines for playing the fool. 
And we lay in the leaves till half-past ten. 

For then there was no first school. 
We had riflemen grand to fight for the land. 

But being short of rifles 
They pelted the nuts as they came to hand. 

Or other little trifles. 

And sometimes still, etc. 

When cherries were sweet, and too many to eat. 

We pouched them in our " bucca," 
Or gathered the oysters out of the heat 

On the palmy side of Ducker. 
We never need shirk from bringing ,up work, 

With the plan that we hit on : 
We twitched some old parrot's tail with a jerk, 

And made him give us a con. 

And sometimes still, etc. 

And the way that we did our history 

Was better by far for the head : — 
We hadn't to learn our dates b.c, 

But we ate them all instead. 
Harrow boys then, whether monkeys or men, 

Were as they will always be ; — 
There wasn't a doubt that nine out of ten 

Would be found at the top of the tree ! 

And sometimes still, etc. 
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HORAE SUBSECIVAE 

Harrow Song, 

The clock and we struck three times three, 

But ere the Form were gone, 
That we mightn't forget, he carefully set 

These pages five of con, ; — 

Dominus^ quominus occupationis 
Vos egeatis^ Vergili Maronis 
Paginas quinque^ tresque Lextconis 
Dabo^ — discendum. 

The day was fair, and fresh the air. 

And half the time was gone, 
But we stowed our books in the handiest nooks. 

And thus we learned our con, : — 

jDomine, homini discere nolenti 
Quid, precor, tanti manet detrimentif 
Curis remotis animo volenti 
Ludite ludum I 

Our game was done, and our race was run. 
And the hour was come and gone ; 

£ 



so 

We crept into School, feeling rather a fool, 
And thus we said our con, : — 

DominCy homini nitnis aegrotanti 
Day quod ignoretiiy veniam roganti, 
Justum furorem parce deprecanti 
Hoc semel tantum / 

But either his head couldn't catch what we said, 
Or the page in his book was gone ; 

And the sun's fair light looked a little less bright, 
As thus he marked our con. : — 

DominuSy commtnus hodie prekensum, 
Verberoy furcifery te docebo sensum^ 
Te consecabit protinus extensum 
Triste flagellum I 
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THE SCHOOL BATHING-PLACE 

They've done with the mud and the muddle^ 
The rubbish is all cleared away ; — 

Once more are the waves of Duck-puddle 
Restored to the light of the day. 

The sweep of her waters is wider ; 
Her basin is full to the brink, 

And the seats all round and beside her 
Are marble — I think. 

The bath of the stars in the Ocean, 

The tub of Achilles in Styx, 
And those we still view with emotion 

In Rome, and her ruins of bricks ; — 
Each temple of human detergency, 

Each new ablutional throne 
(Except in some case of emergency) 
Yields to our own. 

There's islands, and arbours, and bridges, 
And branches to shade from the sun, 

And palings to keep out the midges. 
And sheds where you munch at your bun ; 
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And ladders exalted for diving, 

And corners for perching you up 
At ease, while your neighbours are striving 
In vain for the Cup. 

How sweet, when the Summer rejoices 
The heart with the glow and the breeze. 

To plimge in the pool while the voices 
Are ringing from under the trees. 

Ah ! long in the sober hereafter 
Shall linger in ears far away 

The sound of that innocent laughter. 
The splash of the spray. 
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A FANCY 

Little boy blue, dark blue, true blue, 
Where are you, where are you going ? 

"What in the world is that to you. 
And what are you better for knowing ? " 

Will you, will you, little boy blue. 

Will you come down to footer? 
" Alas ! and alack ! I must run away back ; 

IVe three hundred Greek for my Tutor." 

Will you, will you, little boy blue, 
Come along down and play cricket ? 

" Ah, would that I might ! I have columns to write 
For being exceedingly wicked." 

Will you, ^11 you, little boy blue, 

Come and walk over to Pinner ? 
"Gladly, but IVe to show,;^ at five 

For being a talkative sinner." 

Will you, will you, little boy blue, 

Come and take eggs that the rook laid ? 

" Ah ! if I could — but this morning I skewed. 
And I must go up with my Euclid" 
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Will you, will you, little boy blue. 

Come for a swim to Ducker} 
" Oh, dear 1 and oh, dear ! I have extrc^ I fear,- 

And I*m running a terrible mucker ! " 

Little boy blue, dark blue, true blue. 
Where are you, where are you going ? 

I wouldn't be rude, but you'll come to no good, 
If you keep growing up as you're growing ! 
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WELCOME 

[Suf^ at the opening of the Subordinate School, 
Harrow, 1876] 

Welcome ye, comrades, and welcome ye, neighbours, 

Friendly and trusty for good or for ill ; 
One for us all is the end of our labours, 

One be the heart in the sons of our hill ! 
One be the brood of old Lyon, the yeoman, 

One be the watchword for us and for you, — 
Ever as friends to uphold against foeman 

All that is comely and honest and true ! 

Rest and give thanks for three hundred years past 
us; — 

Hope and be strong for three hundred that wait; 
Long as the spire on our hill-top shall last us, 

All shall be true men, and some shall be great 
Some with good working, and some with good learning 

Dear to old England, and blest from above, 
May we each year a new harvest be earning, — 

Wisdom, and honour, and brotherly love. 
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otKivov olCKavov eiire 

[At a Masters' Meeting at Harrow about 
grammars^ 1 876] 

What can it serve to make a fuss 
About Tom, Dick, or Harry, — 

To cull the flowers of Curtius, 
Or pick the holes in Parry ? 

Or what the odds, if this too low 

Or that too high be rated, 
When Fate to one and all cries, — " Go, 

Be blessed — or — bifurcated." 

The Wordsworth of our young belief. 

The simple grace of Button^ 
Are inconvertible to beef 

Nor less — to chops of mutton ! 

No Abbott in this sordid age 
Supplies the generous pasty ; — 

The dinner earned by ButtmanrCs page 
Would be but cheap and nasty. 
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In vain poor pedants stem the tide 

Of heresy and schism, 
Or swear they never will abide 

Utilitarianism ! 

The Attic muse is dead ! the same 

Remark applies to Doric ; — 
Greek lives no more, — the transient game 

Is up ! — " Alas ! poor Yorick ! " 

Then whisper low — with bated breath 
(All mirth untimely do shun) 

" Here lies Apollo, done to death 
By ruthless Evolution ! " 
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DEMOSTHENES. THIRD PHILIPPIC, 

^21-35 

{Given as a model to verse-writing pupils) 

What canker this, to generous eld unknown. 

What craven sloth, to foul luxuriance grown ? 

Say, was it thus the heart of Hellas burned, 

While e*en the yoke of kindred power she spurned ? 

Did Thebes, did Sparta wear too stern a frown, 

Or Athens rear too high her violet crown. 

What state was then so frail, what isle so meek, 

To brook that Greece should bend her knee to Greek ? 

But town by town to-day this alien knave 

Is free to fleece, to pillage, to enslave ! 

And we, unheeding while each kinsman calls, 

Sit self-blockaded 'neath our recreant walls. 

Nor know, or knowing care not, how the groan 

Wrung by the morrow's pangs may be our own. 

And yet from Greek some wrong might Greeks have 

borne. 
As sheep by shepherd of the homestead shorn. 
From spendthrift heir no household craves redress ; — 
But who resents not, if some slave oppress ? 
Awake 1 or e'er your waking come too late ; — 
The wolf of Macedon begrowls your gate. 
No Hellen he, — barbarian to the bone, — 
Hellas he claims, her heritage his own ; — 
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Outshines her sun-god o'er the Pythian plain, 
And flaunts his base-bom shield from main to main : — 
While ye, whose fathers bled for Greece, and won 
The day that drove the Mede from Marathon, 
Still crouch with folded hands or feeble prayer. 
To watch the storm-cloud crush the sultry air, 
Bemused spectators, — ^till the levin's bound 
Char flat your blackened corpse to taint the un- 
hallowed ground. 

Is this our model of effective style f 
Some points are passable^ some just as vile, 
" Behowls the moon " has classic stamps but kfs 
Decline to write ^^ begrowls*^ for plain ^^besets.^^ 
So ^^ gnash thee flat ^* in Tennyson is strongs 
But this ^Uharflat^^ is flatter far^ — and wrong. 
The verse is slightly brutal^ and the drag 
Of Alexandrines makes that flash to flag. 
Then 7, 8, 15, are injured by 
MonosyllaMc inadvertency. 
Is ''eld'' affected, rather f Does the trick 
Of crude alliteration lie too thick f 
Or do the metaphors, so strong in Greek, 
Jostle, till each is weakest of the weak ? 
Perhaps, my friends ; yet something I may claim : — 
Some concentration, where your lines are tame ; 
Some fair " juncturae," vowel-sounds that please. 
Four lines without a hiss, that glide at ease : — 
And last, one good example, — more or less, — 
Self-criticism, handmaid of success. 
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MEDIO TUTISSIMUS IBIS 

(Fair copy for pupils, lemore plectrd) 

The Golden Mean ! What song can hope to grace 

A theme so trite, nor sink to commonplace ? 

With borrowed wisdom shall we reinforce 

Each plain advantage of the unbiassed course ; — 

Recall how Horace bids on either hand 

Avoid the stormy main, the treacherous strand ; — 

Or shade of Aristotle haunts our dreams 

To prove each virtue poised between extremes : — 

How soaring Icarus too high aspired, 

Or Phaethon, too low, the tree-tops fired ? 

Yet fain would I adorn that ancient page 

With illustrations apt of modern age. 

Lo ! straying 'twixt up mail and down express, 

Some reveller, startled into soberness. 

Finds sudden safety in the " six-foot way," 

And quakes, but lives to drink another day. 

Or mark, at Epsom, when the course is cleared. 

Once more that cur perennial hath appeared ; 

Ranged by the ropes he views the indignant crowd. 

He hears their jibing yells, their curses loud ; 
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Then bolts for life in solitary race, — 
Gains the free down, and vanishes in space. 

There are who praise at dawn what beauty pale 
Gleams through the glass of Burton's bitter ale ; — 
Some deem their life is life no more without 
One evening quart of Dublin's sable stout ; — 
Be mine the golden mean, at noon to quaff 
My mellow pint of cheering half-and-half ! 

Behold the dizzy tight-rope stretched along 

High o'er the heads of the expectant throng ! 

Blondin, beware ! a step that side or this 

Will surely plunge thee in the void abyss : — 

Blondin, beware 1 a step this side or that 

Will hurl thee to thy doom, and crush thee flat : — 

I pray thee, Blondin, let thy prudent fiddle 

No featlier step inspire than "down the middle." 

Do these suffice ? — one more, and I have done. 
Turn to this sketch : — in Punch \ — or is it Fun ? 
It pours, and here are you with your umbrella. 
All safe ; — ^when lo ! appears another " fellah " ; — 
Sticks to your side, claims what you can't refuse. 
So gains that half-protection which you lose. 
Enough for one, yet less than scant for two, 
The shelter can but drench both him and you. 
But see, across the street, friend number three, 
Umbrella-less : you beckon : glad comes he ! 
Now in the middle, 'twixt the first and last. 
Your hat is saved ; on theirs the rain drips fast 
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They catch rheumatics ; you (in medio 
Ihtissimus), dry-shouldered, (i^is), go. 

'Tis well: — Lucilius spins with rugged power 
In stork-like pose two hundred lines an hour ; 
While others (neque enim Minerva supplet) 
Must rack their brains all night to forge a couplet. 
Not stingy^ nor yet prodigal^ but thrifty^ 
Write yours with moderate care, and stop at fifty. 
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HAILEYBURIA QUADRATA 

" Four-square to every wind that blows " 

Are built the comers of our nest, 
To sunny south and Zembla's snows, 

To rosy dawn and purple west : 
So shall the banner of our pride 

For either fortune float unfurled, 
To woo the breeze of summertide, 

Or breast the winters of the world ! 

The temple of our boyhood's home 

'Mid busy life embosomed lies. 
Yet takes upon her stately dome 

The impress of the vaulted skies. 
So may each trusty heart that here 

Fulfils his level course below, 
Be rounded to the perfect sphere 

Irradiant with ethereal glow. 

Oh, never be the memory drowned 

By manhood's strife, or worldly care, 
Of happy laughter ringing round 

Through all the fragrant summer air ; 
Of honest work and mimic wars, 

Of bosky heath, and misty vale. 
Or holier thoughts beneath the stars 

To music of the nightingale. 

1884. 



64 



LATIN INSCRIPTION PLACED ROUND 

THE NEW BUILDINGS AT 

HAILEYBURY, 1887 



Grata faventibvs 
non sine nomine 

DiGNA PRIORIBVS 

Conscia nvminis 



ALMA COLENTIBVS 
GAVDEAT OMINE 
EXSTET HONORIBVS 
HOSPITA LVMINIS 



HAEC PIA SEDES 
Palladis AEDES 

INCLVTA PLENIS 
APTA CaMENIS 



BouNDEN to all whose foster-child she vaunts her, 
Tender and true to each young heart that haunts her, 

This loyal house shall open wide her door ; 
Not without name, nor heedless of the honour 
Shedding the presage of that trust upon her, 

Standeth the shrine of Wisdom evermore. 

Worthy of all the worthies that forewent her, 
Praises shall crown her, glories shall content her. 

Proudly to earn them, peerlessly to use : — 
Home of each gladsome ray to mortals given. 
Thrilling responsive to each pulse from Heaven, 

Haven of welcome to each vagrant Muse ! 
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INSCRIPTION ABOVE THE MAIN 
DOOR OF THE SAME 

NOS QVINTVM HOC, DECIMVM CLAVSIT VICTORIA LVSTRVM 



Our School, the year I was begun, 
Her silver wedding's course had run, 
Fivefold five circuits of the sun : — 

That happy year of years when She 

Whose throne we serve, blessed land and sea 

With joy of golden Jubilee. 
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SCHOOL SONG 

( Written for The Grafton Street, Liverpool, Industrial 
Schools, and adapted by others) 

Forward ! hark, for'ard ! boys, now that you're^in Jit ; 

Fair, and no favour, for Fortune is kind ; — 
Life is a battle, and we're going to win it ; 

What's there to hinder us, all of a mind ? 
Hammer and stitch, and you'll get to be handy, 

Work with a will, and it's nothing but fun : — 
Who'd be a dunce, boys, and who'd be a dandy, 

Loafing about, when there's things to be done ? 

From Lowland or Highlandy 
And round every Island^ 

From Orkney and Shetland to Jersey^ 
There's never a hand 
Or a heart in the land 

Shall match with the boys o^ the Mersey ! 

Who was it shot at the moon and he missed her ? 

Too little powder, and aiming too low ! 
Come one and all of us, brother and sister, 

Only fly high enough, up we shall go. 



67 

Truth in our hearts, and bright looks in our faces, 
Sure that's the way to the top of the tree ! 

'Tisn't the big 'uns that win all the races ; 
Little 'uns do it, and why shouldn't we ? 

From Lowland or Highland^ etc. 

What though a frown from old Time, as he passes. 

Sprinkle an hour of our sunshine with tears ? 
Still shall the laugh of our lads and our lasses 

live in our memories, ring in our ears. 
Then, by and by, when long years are gone over. 

Never forget, like a knave or a fool ; 
Whether you're living in care or in clover. 

Give your three cheers for the jolly old School. 

From Lowland or Highland^ etc. 
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A PATRIOTIC SONG 

A Fragment 

When we all were young, and our fame unsung, in 

the days of the good Queen Bess, 
A brave old Queen as ever was seen and her shadow 

will never grow less, 
The Spaniard came our spirits to tame, a-sailing to 

Dungeness. 
But we showed him the pace to right about face, and 

we taught him a lesson to keep his own place, 
For there never was man that could or that can 

Enslave the hearts of England ! 

Then sly old Nap he laid us a trap, and thought he 

would come ashore. 
But we said "It's no use, you stupid old goose, 

a-knocking at this front door ; 
And if ever you come with your fife and your drum, 

youll want to come no more." 
So we showed him the pace, etc. 

Some day it may be a calm Chinee, or a dandy from 

Japan, 
Or a Prussian scare or a Russian bear or a Turk from 

Saskatchewan, 
Or a black Zulu from Timbuctoo or the isles of 

. Andaman; — 
But we'll show him the pace, etc 
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CHARING CROSS 

A PENDULOUS forest of girder, 

A vaulting en wrinkled of glass, — 
Beneath it the blackness of murder, 

Lamp stars, and the flashing of brass : — 
A pulse, and a throbbing of thunder, 

A clanking of fetter and chain, 
Cloud columns, the darkness to sunder. 

And shrieking of spirits in pain. 

Shall we ever creep forth from the awning. 

Shall we breathe yet again and be free ? 
Is there daylight beyond, and the dawning. 

And " salt in our teeth " of the sea ? 
Or hopeless and tangled and twisted 

Shall we light up another cigar. 
In a city of sinners encysted. 

And dream of snow mountains afar ? 
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AT STRASSBURG 

oKyTftTOV fjirap ivBUoi^ oveiBeaiv 

What do you think of my friend the poet : — 
Was it a trance, or was it to pray ? — 

Shut up in the Miinster and did not know it, 
At sundown on a summer's day ? 

What shall he do when the amethyst twinkle 
Cools into mist on the groining there ? 

What shall he do till the matin's tinkle 
Sounds and the sacristan cometh ware ? 

What should a poet but sing? and he singeth,- 
Thridding the shafts of the darkening aisle. 

Soothing his bonds with the echo that ringeth 
Round some old Erwin's arches the while. 

Sang he of faith, and — good is that great is ; — 
From porch to pinnacle, out to the stars 

Immuta^ilis in mutatis 

Trembled along the tracery bars. 
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Sang he of hope ; — and the vox humana 
Ciphering down to the niches of bone 

Strung all the crjrpt with its Simeon and Anna 
To a millennial antiphon. 

Sang he of love, and when sorrow is sorest ; — 
Crushing the cusps of the vaulted shell 

The song-fount pierced, till flung to the forest 
From throbbing belfry and trusty bell : — 

Shook all the threads of the moon's tense braiding, 
O'er the dream dances of Hilda im Schloss ; — 

Fell beyond softly, where Gretchen lies fading 
Down in the last little hut in the fosse. 

What all the while of the poor old tenor. 
Shelved in a corner till kingdom come, 

The year that a plague-spot that knew not Jenner 
Wor^ its Junera plango dumb? 

Every molecule round the brim of it, — 
Fissure below, and hingeing above, — 

Writhed to resettle the ancient trim of it. 
Strained to vibrate the chord of love. 

Had he not called through the jambs of his eyelets 
Wedded to christen, and christened to wed ? 

Laughed at the pairing of storks or of pielets, 

Friended them living, and plained for them dead ? 
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Counselled the wooer and heard all he told her 
There at the turn by the pine-tree's root, — 

Thrilled with the glinting of Hylas' shoulder 
Through the deep reach at the Miinster's foot ? 

Ah ! with the crack and the dust and the spider 
Muffling his memories year upon year, 

Fainter-and-fainter brings wider-and-wider 
From boyhood and laughter, from maiden and tear. 

Si^^et JesU'Marie or Joseph or Nicolaus^ 
Save from the probings of poet your friend ! 

If we're not sensitive, why try to tickle us ? 
If the heart's broken, why fray the poor end ? 

Day springeth : — poet is gone ; and the quivering 

Wavelets anthemnal are ebbing away. 
Rest thee, poor bell ; none shall vex thee to shivering 

From this hushed dawn to the Judgement day. 

^ •* Such are often the names graven on hells (e.g. at FreiburgY* 
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LIEBETHAL 

Over moss and galingale, 

Truants, wandering hand in hand, 
Love, the spirit of the vale. 

Led us through the land 

Slumberous murmurings of the stream 

Stilled us, musing in the shade ; 
Now 'twas I that broke the dream, 
Now the little maid. 

On, to where below the hill 

Crag and brook conspiring meet, 
And the younger bolder rill 

Would have kissed her feet. 

Was it I that led her there ? 

Did I but follow my charge to keep ? 
Who shall say ? but there we were 
Clambering up the steep. 

Hand in hand, and foot to foot. 

From the tiny waterfall 
Up to where the pine-tree's root 
Clasps the rocky wall. 
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Past the yellow sulphur-moss, 
Past the azure butterfly, 
Till unaware we came across 

A slope of mellowing rye. 

All along the valley's edge, 

Peeping where our steps had been, — 
Over every narrow ledge 

Down the deep ravine. 

How she would tread waywardly 

Where there seemed the nearest harm. 
All the wilfuUer that I 

Held a circling arm ; — 

How I brought her down the path 

Bending to my stronger will. 
Through the fragrant aftermath 
Close upon the mill ; — 

What we thought, as down we sank 

Laughing, panting, from our climb. 
Cooling on the breezy bank 

Heedless of the time ; — 

Who shall ask ? — but lastingly 

Twin blue blossoms be our sign, 
How " vergiss mein nicht " said I, 
She ^^ vergiss nicht meM^ 
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Drove to Dresden side by side, 

patched the fading western bars, 
Till no eye was on our ride 

But the winking stars : — 

Cleaving through the keen night air, 

Till the last good-night must be ; — 
How we wished it, who need care, 
Who need know, — but we ? 

[1861.] 
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A BUTTERFLY SONG 

She comes ! not the mountain beside her, 

Not leagues of the odorous air, 
Not the glooms of the valley can hide her, 

For she knows that I know she is there ! 

The gentian bells cannot stay her 

Nor down of the soft edelweiss. 
She thirsts ; — not the dews can allay her : 

She pants ; — not the snows can entice. 

The ragged ar^te shall not sunder, 
The schrund shall not sever her love ; 

She will dance as the torrent slips under, 
She will laugh at the whirlwind above. 

This night and another her resting 

May fold the dimmed dust of her wing. 

But at dawn love shall call to love's questing, 
As summertide answereth spring. 

Come soar where the flowers cannot follow, 
Twin stars by the wandering moon : — 

Come droop where the murmurous hollow 
Is hot with our love and the noon. 
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Come dazzle the sun with our dancing, 
Come swing on the columbine's breast, 

Till faint with our gleaming and glancing 
We die with the day in the west. 

There are pitiful things that are free, dear. 
To live without love and the sun ; — 

But gems of the rainbow and we, dear. 
Fade away when his beaming is done. 

Go, let them with chary misgiving 

Love to live, — but not thou, love, nor I : 

So that love be the last of our living. 
Be the last of our loving — to die. 
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To E. W. 

(On receiving a copy of Michel Cro^s portrait) 

My heart, to which in less sustained flight 

Dear also were the mountains and the men, 

Welcomes this kindly gift from thee again ; — 
Yea welcomes, though of many a haunted night 
Too shrewd memorial, the limner's might 

With Rembrandt -brush the shattered shrine to 
mend; 

Each feature of thy true Savoyard friend 
Flashing in darkness o'er the empanelled white : — 
The knotted brows that guard the daring eye. 
The trusty smile just held in grim reserve ; — 

Quenched, where on yonder Sabbath snows ^ we 
stood 
Awe-stricken ; for beyond the eagle's cry 

Had soared the kindred soul that could not^swerve. 

And reft thy triumph of its plenitude. 

[1895.] 

^ Matterhorrtt July 12, 1865. 
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W. K. W.^ 

Blessed the pure in heart ; the chastened sense, 
The brave bright will wrought in love's searching 
heat 
That crushed out ease and self in reticence 
And laid them at Christ's feet. 

He climbed the fronting crag : he saw alone, 

Across the ice-field from its airy crest, 
The eve-encrimsoned footstool of God's throne, 
The crystal gates of rest. 

We wore the swooning echoes with our cries 

Through all the long blind aching hours of night, 
Till dawn o'er distant glaciers drenched the skies 
With streams of amethyst light. 

Right foot, right hand planted for forceful stride, 

As though to follow where his spirit led j — 
His brows in reverence shrouded, as to hide 
The sight that awes the dead ! 

Far down, in Cervin's lap we laid our friend ; — 

But Thames and Granta know that blameless son 
Watches to see them furthering to its end 
The work he would have done. 

[1865.] 

1 William Knyvet Wilson, killed on the JRiffelham, July 18, 1865. 
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BOHEMIA 

[A Memory of July 3rd-6th, 1871] 

From hour to hour this thunderous summer night 

The cannonading sky 
With minute-gims for baffled Austria's flight 

Holds anniversary : 
Once more the heart of shuddering Koniggratz 
Renews the anguish of its humbled gates — 

Choked with the refluent flood 
Of chargers goaded by resistless fates 

And tumbrils splashed with blood. 

The storm is spent ; and now the live-long day 

I swelter 'mid the boom 
Of tuneful swamps, or tramp^the hot brown clay 

Past many a hero's tomb, — 
Sons of Arminius or Attila 
That welcomed ruin with a proud huzza ! — 

Or where each barrow bore 
Geblieben in der Schlacht bet Sadawa^ 

This nameless scroll, no more. 
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Past Lipa's homesteads, charred and gaping still 

With wound of blackened wreck, 
And Chlum, entrenched upon her haunted hill. 

O'er woods of Benatek 
To sullen Horzitz, whose resentful maids 
Scowl with the frown that greeted Prussia's blades, 

Defiant yet forlorn, 
The day she stalled her steeds in their arcades 

Ere that last fateful mom. 

One footsore league beyond, — to lay my head. 

Fordone with smart and smirch, 
Unwelcomed, on some cut-throat palliasse bed 

In snarling Ostroviersch. 
Hard by, the brawlings of Bohemian boor. 
That surge and lurch against my bolted door 

In drunken midnight play. 
Mingle with sultry battle-dreams of gore 

Till dawns the sultrier day. 

What bliss to breathe, and mount yon windy range 

Through ranks of stately pine. 
Primeval home of spirits stem and strange. 

But none august as thine. 
Lord of the giant ridge, grim Riibezahl, 
Whose fitful favours lavish or recall 

In thunders or by stealth 
The weary charcoal-bumer's little all. 

The trembling herdsman's wealth ! 
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Oh, joy at last to quit the stifling plains 

So oft incarnadined, 
And tread these slopes where, cool with upland rains, 

From seven fair streams entwined 
To Hohenelbe's wall comes flaunting down 
The lithe young river, soon to win renown 

For serviceable toil. 
And bear through patient weeks by field and town 

Rich rafts of forest spoil. 

Seven silvery threads of life I What bale or boon, 

What guardian angel bright. 
What thwarting ^end, what powers of night or noon. 

Dwarf gnome and aery sprite. 
Blend in that watery weft of fairyland ? 
And which is thou, great Elbe, — thy central strand, — 

Thy self of selfs to be, 
When fount and flood beyond the Cimbric sand 

Merge in the whelming sea ? 

E'en so we men, that conjure to our eyes 

Old wandering wondering days. 
In vain each coy subconsciousness revise 

'Neath introspective rays ; — 
Or gauge some resonance of our souls anew, — 
Faint lingering chord, — throb from the infinite blue, — 

Harmonic undertone, — 
Craving to grasp life's core, the inviolate clue. 

The abiding all in one. 
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HELVETIA 

I THE mother of waters — 
From my skirts the rivers roll — 

I gave you my sons and my daughters, 
To thee and to thee, O nation. 
For a joy, not tribulation. 
For a healing and salvation, 

To thee and to thee thy dole : — 
With fumes afar 
Of waste and war 
Why vex ye thus my soul ? 

To thee, even thee, O Gaul, 
Aloft on my crystal throne. 
For ever and aye and all 
From the heart of my we;3tem wave, / 
From the breast of my blue Geneve, 
Freely and gladly I gave 

For ever and ever thine own 
To thee, bright France, 
The sunny glance 
Of the flood of my flashing Rhone. 



84 

I sent from Schaflfhausen's thunder 
Through forest and through vine, 

A worship and a wonder, 
For thee, O trusty German, 
Past the cradle of Armin-Hermann, 
To Northern mermaid and merman. 
For ever and aye to be thine, 
My heart's delight. 
The unmeasured might 
Of my stately sweeping Rhine. 

The valleys lie wide for my waters. 
For the children of men they lie : — 

Why choke ye my sons and my daughters ? 
Why quench ye the vintage laughter 
With blaze and the crackling of rafter, — 
Blare of battle, and wailing thereafter ? 

God cease you to smite and to sigh ! 
God end you your sadness 
And ease you your madness ! 
Oh, why will ye, why will ye die ? 
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FALLS OF HANDECK 

(Meeting of the Aar and Erlenbach) 

Where the crest ^ of darkness lowering 

Over crag and scaur 
Rears above the ice-fields, towering 

To the midmost star ; — 
Bursting from the bonds that bound him, 
Flinging loose the dregs that drowned him, 
Lashing all the rocks around him, 

Roars the rushing Aar. 

Wraps his thews in many a chasm 

Yawning for his life ; — 
Wrings a road with wrenching spasm 

Where fresh foes are rife ; — 
Like^a knight in leaguer toiling. 
Strong with struggling and turmoiling, 
Browns his flood with generous soiling, 

Straining to the strife. 

She the while, the crystal streamlet. 
Has a race to run ; — 

^ Finsteraarkom. 
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Like the fairy of a dreamlet, 

Dances to the sun ; — 
Recking not where heaven blows her, 
What bright blossoms it bestows her, 
What embraces shall enclose her 

When her dance is done. 

Thundering round the mountain's shoulder 

In his warrior pride, 
Crashing over bar and boulder 

With his shattering tide, — 
He hath conquered, — who shall pray him ? 
He hath said, — and who gainsay him ? 
He hath sworn, — ^and who shall stay him 

From a warrior's bride ? 

Toys a moment in caresses 

While their say is said ; — 
Sets a sun-crown on the tresses 
Of her flashing head ; — 
Then in swarthy arms to tear her, — 
In his breast for ever wear her, — 
Down the streaming gulf to bear her 
To his bridal bed. 
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THE ULI ALP 

(A Dream-Song) 

My lady sang 
And the wild rocks rang 
Out to the rosy sky ; 
And over the ledges creeping, creeping, 
Clung the soft snows a-peeping, peeping, 
To hear the music die. 

My lady sang 
And the green alp rang 
To all the winds that blow : — 
Whisper me, winds, though I fear ye, fear ye, 
What silver sound now hear ye, hear ye ? 
Her word, is it yes, or no ? 

My lady sang 
And the flowers upsprang 
Her gentle feet to bless : — 
Say, little star-cup, glistening, glistening, 
Ah, tell me, gentian, listening, listening. 
Her song, is it yes ? — yes ! — Yes ! 

September 1878. 
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THE OFFERING^ 

Bear them, O Rhine, go bear them on thy breast, 

The empty image of my darling's hands ; 
There lurks a blessing where her touch hath pressed. 

Go waft it past the shores of all thy lands ! 
Go lift them lightly o'er thy thunderous flood, 

Nor drown them envious in thine own deep heart; — 
Because thou wert so gracious and so good. 

Thou hast received — and shalt in turn impart. 

Mine is the substance, thine is but the shade ; — 

Yet even in shadows such rare virtue lies. 
That they shall shed athwart each cliff and glade 

(Thridding thy vineyards as the daylight dies, 
Or flashing to the dawn beneath the walls 

Of warrior fortress or of maiden bower), — 
The joyaunce of the day when o'er thy Falls 

She flung — to thee the leaves — to me the flower ! 

Thou, of the mountain-floods great lord and king, 
Thyself art but the phantom of the surge 

^ ^* Because she must needs sacrijice something to the mighty River; 
and she threw her gloves over the Neuhausen bridge." 
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That wraps its arms around iis now, — to bring 
All lovers of all loved ones o'er the verge 

Of broadening levels, sprent with sunny isle 
And siren-song, and all sweet witchery, 

Home,< where the starry eyes of Heaven smile 
Above the silence of the infinite sea ! 

September 1878. 
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THE KISSES THREE 

"To live, to love, to die" ! — the "kisses three," 
Wherewith the angel of man's guiding-star 

Hath sealed his brows to his high destiny, — 
Scorching our foreheads with his signet-scar. 
Till when the trumpet blaring from afar 

Marshal the chosen children of the earth, 

And bursting through their slumber's prison-bar 

Shall wake the worlds to their new bridal-birth ; 

When death, that hath outworn himself, is dead, 
An unremembered nurse of infant age, 

And life, that was death's fading shadow, fled 

From love, that hath outgrown his tutelage, — 

And they shall brightest shine that loved the most, 

When death is dead, and life in love is lost. 

1879. 
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"LOVE LAID HIS SLEEPLESS 
HEAD" 

Voices there were, before the evening hour 
Of boyhood's passionate summer day was done, 
That drew the languor of the setting sun 

Athwart the lawn and past the trellised bower, 

And fused it through young veins with siren power 
To melt the tingling and the trance in one ; — 
Or now with blither lilt and rippling run 

Would flood the wakening spirit with a shower 

Of ivory dreams, of perilous far emprise 

To breast the breeze and win some happy isle. 

But thou, my wife ! when from thy heart doth rise 
That sweet ^^ Love laid^^ that makes the life or 
mars, — 

Once more the moon-smit snows of Todi's pile 
Splinter the night amid her listening stars. 

1882. 



92 



TL ifjbol Ka\ (Toi, yvvai ; 

Lo ! from the zenith how the Lord of day. 
Fondling the world in eager-hearted pride 
By very ardour wakes the mist to hide 
Forest and fell from his own fostering ray, 
And clasps the curtain of cold-shrouding grey. 
So the lone mother, once ambition's guide, 
Forlorn to be outgrown, sees from her side 
Her nurseling slip amid life's haze away 
Lost in aloofness. Yet imquenched above 
That heart of heat faints not for all its pain, 
But glows, till some fresh breath of passing breeze 
Shall clear the tresses of the tangled trees, 
And sun with earth stand face to face again 
Close drawn in'one pellucid air of love. 
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A. P. S. 

A SERAPH spirit ; — poised above the grip 

Of all the throttlirig throng ; with eyes that now 
Flashed for the truth beneath the fearless brow, — 
Now melting half-entranced, with lid a-slip 
Tuned to the sweet half-scom, that wreathed a lip 
Where childlike wisdom smiled each sting away, 
And shamed the jarring of all coarser fray 
To knighthood of unsoiled apostleship : — 
Spirit, the rainbow of whose radiant wing, 
From orient plains of man's far dawning-place 
To worlds beyond the purple of the west. 
With hues contrasted sprang from base to base, 
To span God's commonwealth in one wide ring, — 
Its heart the shrine where England's heroes rest. 

[1881.] 
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IN SPE REQUIESCAT— W. G. W. 

" Rest in the Lord ! " — I heard them not, yet well 
Know we what strains to soothe thy dying ear 
Thy life's true helpmate and thy daughters Idear 
Twined from their bursting heart : — how softly swell, 
How softlier sink the pulses of the spell, — 
Rich in the love that casteth out all feat, 
And guards the failing sense, from turmoil clear, 
To bide the summons of the passing belL 
And now to rest we lay thee. Yet this hour 
Methinks thou art but smiling on these tears 
From where yon sunbeam cleaves the cloud, and 
fills 
The thousand winters of thy grey round tower, 
The blazing lawn of nodding daffodils. 
The happy homestead of thy pastoral years. 

[Fomcett, March 1896.] 
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W. E. G. 



So towers the topmost peak, whose heart of fire 

Mellowed each slope of serviceable grain 
And purple vineyard ; yet, with molten ire 

Shrivelling some pampered city of the plain, 
Quelled caitiff foemen of the enfranchised world, 

Marauders or malingerers of a day. 
He sleeps. The mountain's oriflamme is furled : 

God's sunset gilds the cr^ ; then all is grey. 



No tongue so peerless, 

No toil so long ; 
What heart so fearless ? 

What head so strong ? 
Whose faith more fervent ? 

More calm whose end ? 
We bless God's servant ; 

We mourn man's friend. 
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Meles and Isis fused their choicest flood 
To dower the native tide of Scotia's blood ; 
And Freedom's clarion tuned his tongue to draw 
New music from old thunders of the Law. 
So waxed, for God's discomfiture of hell, 
The multitudinous soul, the enchanter's spell. 
Now England guards his tomb ; but deathless reigns 
His spirit in the ichor of her veins. 
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" Humbly imperious, clearly mysterious ; 
Freeman tyrannical, priest puritanical ; 
Scotsman cosmopolite, — dark below, top a-light : — 
Soldering, sundering, — brilliantly blundering ; 
Blade democratical, scabbard fanatical ; " — 
Tonguester may vary an octogenarian. 
Without and Tvitk is his easy antithesis : — 
Scorn on your puny verse ! great is God's universe ! 

[1898.] 
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A TRUE INCIDENT 

EffiEj when with you to-day 
I should have been playing, 

Shall I tell you where-away 
Were my feet a-straying ? 

Well— no matter— "what's the odds? "- 

Nothing very striking — 
Choosing coats and fishing-rods 

Suited to my liking. 

Only of one little thing 

In that mighty city 
I must say or I must sing, 

The sorrow and the pity. 

" Aye, sir, and our baby's dead " : — 

Be it so : — so be it ! 
** But 'tis hard to bear," they said : 

" Will you come and see it ? " 

So from out the buzz and boom, 
The crash and din of London, 

I stepped into the still dark room. 
Where all their hopes lay undone ! 

H 



98 

Fifty little weeks of life ; — 
Three of pain and trouble : — 

So had passed the mimic strife, 
So had burst the bubble ! 

Soft as wax and white as clay, 

So solemn and so pretty. 
Like a little doll he lay. 

Oh sorrow and oh pity ! 

Will he be as seraphs are 

Over there in heaven ? 
Will he twinkle like a star 

Through the shades of even ? 

Will he grow a man above — 

Only purer — better ? 
Will he know his mother's love. 

Or will he forget her ? 

Will he be an angeFs toy 

Never growing older ? 
Will he be a cherub boy 

With wings upon his shoulder ? 

Who can tell ? or who below 
Say which he would rather ? — 

But ah ! how much they want to know, 
The mother and the father ! 
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So I looked on him once more, 
(Oh sorrow and oh pity !) 

And plunged again amid the roar, 
The million-peopled city : 

And wondered why one babe is born 
To-day and dies to-morrow, 

And none can tell if he be torn 
From joy — or sin and sorrow ; — 

And one grows up to run about 
Like Fanny, you, and Lucy : — 

I cannot make the puzzle out — 
Can you, you wise wise pussy ? 
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THE DOLEFUL TRAGEDY OF 
SEVEN DIALS 

I PASSED along between the shops 

Of crockery and lollypops, 

And here a man that bellows mends, 

And there old clothes and odds and ends ; 

I threaded through the sticky stalls 

Of gooseberries and brandy-balls, 

And many a door where vainly strove 

The captured songsters of the grove 

Through envious prison-bars to greet 

The sunbeams in the dusty street. 

In many a narrow nine-inch cage 

The bullfinch bold, the jackdaw sage. 

Linnet and goldfinch, siskin, thrush. 

Torn from their native brake and bush, 

Essayed in wisdom or with wit 

To pipe and make the best of it. 

Or tempt some kindly passer-by 

To ransom them from slavery. 

Cramped cages and unsavoury pens ! 
Yet even the children in those dens 
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Scarce seemed more fresh to view or free 
Than were their feathered company. 
Thin, grimy, pale, with matted hair. 
And faces early seamed with care, 
Far from the sight of flowers and trees, 
Of scented fields and river breeze. 
They squabbled, grating on the ear. 
Or tottered home with mid-day beer. 

But one there was, a little maid. 
Of graceful poise, demure and staid. 
Whose brown eyes glinted through the crust 
Of smudgy blacks and summer dust 
I could not choose but pause unseen 
To watch the tiny gutter-queen. 
And wonder at her glistening pleasure 
Over some new-found precious treasure, — 
Which now she stroked and now she patted. 
As to herself she chirped and chatted ; 
Now held at arm's length for display. 
Now in her breast safe thrust away ; — 
Sure never did the costliest toy 
Stir such a fount of guileless joy ! 

'Twas but a shell, a sombre one. 
But just above the common run, 
Fall'n from some shellfishmonger's cart, 
With message to that little heart, — 
Of fairy vision, dim suggestion, 
Infinite yearning, quickening question, — 
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All the sweet strange perplexity 

That wrought in the soul of you and me 

When first we dreamed of the large lone sea,- 

When yet we scarce had known or heard 

(Save by some half-unmeaning word, 

Or casual nursery print, or moral 

From busy builders of the coral. 

Or old shell-grotto, not dust-free, 

Of nondescript marinery,) — 

What mean the level golden sand. 

The fringes of the patient land, 

The lapping tides, the merry jingle 

Of the rich jasper-speckled shingle, — 

The limpet-studded rocks, — the walks 

Over the slippery tangle-stalks. 

The vistas through the mimic trees 

In pools with purple ferneries, 

Down to where the sulky dab 

Lies winkipg at the soldier-crab ; 

Or, beyond, some distant sail 

Cries " farewell " or " homeward hail " ; 

Or where, flashing from afar, 

Shooting like a falling star, 

Gannets soar and dive and dash 

Azure waves to snowy splash, — 

Or, the silent calm to break. 

Skims the screaming kittiwake. 

So the while, as I stood pondering. 
Went my wayward thoughts a-wandering, 



I03 

Kindled by the cheery twinkles 
Of that pearl of periwinkles. 
Some such half-unfolded vision 
He, well conscious of his mission, 
Strove his hardest to unfurl 
Before that dear wee grimy girl : — 
Flashed his best in the bright beams, 
Whispered all his fairy dreams, 
Showed off every subtle swerve 
Of his convoluted curve. 
Tricked his dingy outer show 
With a golden under-glow, — 
Let a softer halo slip 
From his silvery inner lip, — 
Till the light of well-done duty, 
Ever lending him new beauty. 
Changing all the horny husk 
Of the faithful old mollusc. 
Steeped him in the angel glory 
Of his own mysterious story ; — . 
From the heart of waters wild 
Sent to teach a city child 
Ocean's smile and Ocean's roar ; — 
Grand little ambassador 1 

How she listens to its voice ! 
How her brightening eyes rejoice ! 
Rapt in reverie she stands. 
Smooths it in her tiny hands, — 
When, — ^ah me, how can I tell it ? 
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How relate what then befell it ? 
Even now, the scene recalling, 
From my eyes the tears are falling. 

Well — needs must : — 

There came a boy : — 
Down the street a butcher-boy, 
Bright blue swaggering butcher-boy, 
Whistling heartless butcher-boy, 
(Cursed be that butcher-boy :) 
Swept away the treasured toy : — 
Swept away with swinging arm, 
Swept away the little charm ! 

For a moment still it lingers 

In the clutching little fingers, 

Where it fain would still have stayed, 

Of the helpless little maid : — 

Then with foul-mouthed scornful sputter 

Down he dashed it in the gutter, — 

Dashed the friend she loved so well, — 

Dashed the trusty little shell, — 

Once, twice, thrice, with heavy heel. 

Heavy with a weight of steel, 

Smashed him, crushed him, scrunched him flat 

All to fragments, small as that. — SB 

Laughed a laugh, and grinned a grin, 

(Foul befall him for his sin). 

Shoved aside the voiceless girl, 

(Foul befall the cruel churl). 



^ 
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Swung his tray, and off went he 
Whistling down to Bloomsbury. 

There she stood a moment dazed, 
Sore heart-stricken and amazed, 
Ere the tears began to well 
And the twitching lips to tell 
Of the bitter sense of wrong. 
Of the triumph of the strong, 
Of the dreams so rudely broken 
In the theft of their truth's token. 
Oh the cruel shameful end 
Of her dear and trusted friend, 
That had stirred within her soul 
Echoes of the sounds that roll 
Where the music of the spheres 
Surges on immortal ears ! 
Oh the sorrow and the smart 
In the faithful little heart ! 
Oh the darkness, as she flies 
With her skirt before her eyes. 
Through the door, — to weep — alone ! 
I am here ; — but she — is gone. 



Explicit, 
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ALL AMONG THE CINDERS 

Rub, rub, rubbing all my hands away : — 
Scrub, scrub, scrubbing all the weary day : — 
Wash, wash, washing every pot and pan ; — 
Was there ever such a life since the world began ? 

Here in the back-kitchen, isn't it a shame, 
IVe been so long IVe quite forgot my name : 
Only my two sisters. Rose and Isabella, 
Sometimes call me Cinderslut, and sometimes 
Cinderella. 

True, I am a stupid thing — true, I'm not a beauty ; 
But, if I am dirty, 'tis because I do my duty : — 
Why they're always scolding me, I'm sure I do not 

know : — 
Would I'd died a baby girl, a long time ago ! 
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TIM 

Many was the mom, when the rooks were laying eggs, 
Scuttling up the elm-trunks went his little legs ; 
Put him in a tree-top, hang him on a rope, 
Tim was as safe and happy as the Pope. 

Poor little Tim I 
Did you never hear of him^ — 
The pride of his country^ and the glory of 
the'' gym'' f 

Yachting on a cruise, when a steamer ran them down. 
Brave little Tim was never born to drown : 
Sharks and sea-serpents couldn't frighten him — 
Ten miles to shore was a pleasant little swim. 

Poor little Tim I 
Did you never hear of him^ — 
The pride of his country^ and the glory of 
the'' gym'' f 

Caught by a keeper, with a little twitch 

Slipped away Tim, and cleared the double ditch ; — 
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House was afire — Tim didn't care for that, 
Swarmed down a spout with the baby in his hat. 

Poor little Tim ! 
Did you never hear of Mm, — 
The pride of his country, and the glory of 
the'' gym'' f 

Tie him in a reef-knot, stand him on his head, 
Tim was as quiet as if he were in bed : — 
Spinning on the bar one day he fell asleep. 
Spun himself away to a tiny little heap. 

Poor little Tim I 
Did you never hear of him, — 
The pride of his country, and the glory of 
the'' gym'' f 
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IN ANSWER TO A CHILD'S QUESTION, 
'*WHY HAS NOT THE EARTH A 
PRETTY NAME LIKE VENUS ? " 

The day that the world was bom, a bright new shining 

ball, 
Somebody called to the rest, and the rest hurried up 

at the call : — 

There were stars and comets and rainbows, and fairies 

and cherubs and things, 
And some were all colours, but shapeless, and some 

were all faces and wings. 

And every one said to the others, " Now what do you 

think would be best 
As a name for this baby planet, to make it as good as 

the rest?" 

But they tried for a year and a day ; and then, when 

they couldn't agree, 
They drew lots for two girls and a boy, to make up a 

committee of three. 
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So Tidy and Tiny and Teddy flew down to it one by 

one, 
And this is what each of them said, when the visit 

was over and done. — 

" I have been down there for an hour, and it seems, 

I declare, like a week ; 
I have been so roasted and frozen, that now I can 

hardly speak. 

" The middle is broiling sand : — each end is a big pat 

of ice : 
There is ever3rthing there that is horrid, and nothing 

at all that is nice : — 

"No people, no fruit, no flowers; not a bird, not a 

face, not a tree, — 
Salamanders and seals may try it ; it never will do for 

me. 

*' If I must give a name to your world, and say what 

/ think it is worth. 
There is not a word that will suit it, but Dreariness, 

Desert, and Dearth ! " 

" I have been on the world for a year, and it seems, I 

declare, like one day ; — 
The prettiest planet of all, and the climate is always 

like May. 
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** I stayed in a bright sunny isle, in the Mediterranean 

Sea, 
And I mean to go back there for ever : — 'tis just the 

right place to please me. 

'' There are oranges there, and fireflies, and dear little 

birds and bees, 
And singing and dancing, and meadows, and plenty 

of flowers and trees. 

" If I am to give it a name, and to say what / think 

it is worth, 
I say that the right thing to call it is Merriment, 

Music, or Mirth." 

Then, last of the council of three, thus spake the wise 

practical Ted, 
" I can't understand what nonsense you girls have got 

into your head : 

" It is neither so good nor so, bad, there is nothing to 

praise or abuse, — 
Of course it is not meant to live in, but very good 

just for a cruise ; 

"A very fair craft for a voyage, to sail in and out 

through the stars, 
A little more roomy than Venus, though hardly so 

handy as Mars. 



112 

" If / am to call it a something, and say what I think 

it is worth, 
For two or three years I should call it — well, call it — 

not half a bad Berth ! " 

So th^ could not settle it either, this sapient council 

of three : 
Till, after a thousand years, some one said, " It is time 

to agree : — 

" We differ about the first letter, a Dearth and a Mirth 

and a Berth, 
But the/re all just the same in the end: — happy 

thought ; — let us call it an Earth,^^ 
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A VALENTINE— TO A. M. W. 

Can I wonder that thou startest 

With a yell, my cat, my love. 
At the portrait which my artist 

Friend has drawn of thee above ? 

What can be the provocation 

Of that horror-stricken tail, 
Of that backbone's elevation. 

And that bitter angry wail ? 

Have the lessons been too weary, 

Or the dairymaid unkind ? 
What has fretted thee, my dearie ? 

Never mind them, never mind ! 

Three times thrice though thou should'st perish. 

Buried deep in garden dust. 
There is one that still can cherish. 

One thy purring heart can trust. 

Though the butcher once should chop thee 

Into veal-and-rabbit pies ; 
Though the housemaid twice should mop thee 

Past all power to recognise ; — 

I 
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Thrice though village boys should drown thee, 

Jeering at thy struggling breath, 
And, perhaps, three times should crown thee 

With tin cans, and hunt to death ; — 

Till at length, in fact, thy gruesome 

Ghost be multiplied by nine, 
Still most musical, most mewsome, 

Thou shalt be my Valentine ! 
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TO 

Even in empty caressing 

Is sweetness, a poet once wrote : — 
But better for New Year's blessing 

I hand you my last bank-note. 

Give it to Booth and his savages, 
Give it by chance to a cabby, 

Use it for stopping time's ravages. 
Use it when boots are gone shabby. 

Spend it on grim odontology, 
Spend it on old cherry-brandy. 

Spend it on works of theology, 
Any diversion that's handy. 

Buy a green cockatoo's feather, 
(Such be the gauds of a lassie). 

Buy, if you shop in such weather. 
Pounds of the best marrons-glac^s. 

Pay your last milliner's bill with it. 
Drop it with grace in the river, — 
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Do in fact just what you will with it, 
Thinking but once of the giver. 

Nurse it in silence or boast of it, 
" When shall we see such another ? "- 

Anyhow, pray make the most of it. 
Last of his race, and no brother ! 
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TELLE EST LA VIE ! 

A RAMBLE 

And a scramble 
Through a bramble 

In a copse ; 
Soap bubbles 
In the stubbles 
And some troubles 

With a "wops":— 

A choosing 
And a losing 
And confusing 

Which is which ; 
A stumbling 
And a tumbling 
And a grumbling 

In a ditch : — 

A nesting 
And a jesting 
And a resting 
In the shade ; 
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A laughing 
And a chaffing 
And a quaffing 
Lemonade : — 

A battle 
With the cattle 
And a tattle 

With the lark ; 
Bright hours 
Among the flowers 
And some showers 

In the dark : — 

The dapple 
On an apple 
And the grapple 

With the dog; 
The grizzle 
Of a mizzle 
And the drizzle 

Of a fog :— 

A toiling 
And a soiling 
And a spoiling 

Worse and worse ; 
A holding 
And a folding 
And a scolding 

From the nurse : — 
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All a-shaking, 
Back a-breaking, 
And an aching 

Little head ; 
An ending 
And a sending 
Most heartrending 

Up to bed. 

A wetting 
And a fretting 
And forgetting 

Your new knife ; 
A beaming 
And a screaming 
And a dreaming : — 

Such is life ! 



120 



AUDAX OMNIA PERPETI 

Oh happy the days of the Bedford wight, 

When earth was a pilgrimage 
From the city of doom to the walls of light, 
With now and again an ApoUyon fight. 
And here and there some Giant Despair 

" Fell into a grievous rage " ! 

Oh gracious tide of the tinker's dream 

When life was a walking tour 
By spangled meadow and purling stream 
And uplands fragrant of cows and cream. 
Or holding your breath in the Valley of Death, — 

Then out on the breezy moor 1 — 

When, sweetest halt of the trudging day, 

You sought the Interpreter's house ; 
With dainty damsel the dust to lay. 
Or Patience, " willing to wait " for aye. 
And the "pleasant place," or the "fire of grace " 
That the devil in vain would douse. 

We glide from a platform under the clock. 
Through slums we joggle and roar. 
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Then span the torrent and pierce the rock, 
The feverish brood of a sturdier stock, 
Some packed in a third, some snugly interred 
In Coup^ or Corridor. 

Through shrine and shekinah we thrust a track 

For the snort of the Beulah express, 
Nor deign to shoulder our sinful pack 
O'er Alpine snows on our own broad back, 
But shunt what we can in the luggage-van 

And label it ^^grande vitesseP 

With cogwheel tricks of our bourgeois train 

Heaven's pinnacled crag we scale ; 
But the swift rarefaction will curdle our brain, 
And the angels our "Coupons de Cook " will disdain ;- 
Oh, when will the crash of a scouring smash 

Restore us our childhood's tale ? 
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ON THE CHANNEL 

I WATCH the briny plain, as flat 

As that which keeps Stonehenge in ; 

Then from a shower to save my hat 
I turn to watch the engine : 

And ponder, hanging o*er the shelf, 
How like the thing to life is : — 

For this, well say, is Caeleb*s self. 
And that his would-be wife is. 

How strange, that when from heel to crown 
One pulse through all is throbbing, 

That crank is ever bobbing down. 
While this one up is bobbing. 

They hide and seek, like hapless hearts, 
Knit by one strong steel-tether. 

Across the brazen beam that parts. 
But never come together. 

Yet swinging to their patient toil 
So bravely and so brightly. 
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They keep their little cups of oil 
Still balanced high uprightly : 

And bear their loss, and bear their love,- 

Content without repining 
That each on other from above 

Feels the same lamp is shining. 
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A LESSON OF DECEMBER 1892 

What craft comes hither, so weird a sight, 

All rigged in icicle gear. 
And her decks with Atlantic foam snow-white, 

Like a ghost *mid our Christmas cheer ? 

From Bremen bound to the Western world 
She has cloven and crashed her way. 

And never a braver barque hath furled 
Her sails from a deadlier fray. 

Yet hearken, ye that are chill and cold 

With the frost of a failing faith. 
She has brought you word of a sailor bold — 

How he saved his ship from scathe. 

When hearts are heavy and wits are worn 
With the gloom of some crumbling creed, 

When the old is dim, and the new unborn, 
Your riddle is here to read : — 

The Lauresmina has held her path. 

All sound are her gallant tars : — 
For " the compasses froze in their alcohol bath, 

But the Captain steered by the stars J^ 
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TO MY BAROMETER 

In youth your spring was lusty, 
But now you're old and dusty, 
My Aneroid, that hang below the stair : — 
And few have guessed your merit, 
Your indomitable spirit. 
That soars above depression and despair. 
The varnish may be musty, 
But to me you're true and trusty. 
Your hand is ever straight upon " Set Fair." 

Is the weather close and fusty ? 
Does it work to wet and gusty ? 
I doubt, my friend, you neither know nor care. 
Your message for your master 
Is " disregard disaster. 
And fix thy hope, as I have done, elsewhere ! " 
The method may be musty. 
But 'tis very very trusty. 
Your cheery, your unchangeable ** Set Fair." 

They call your temper crusty. 
They vow your works are rusty, 
They scorn you as a ruin past repair ; 
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My visitors all mock you, 

Their futile knuckled knock you, 
And fail to find the storm that's in the air. 
Ah ! yes : we're old and musty. 
But I love to think you trusty. 

With your one unfailing prophecy, " Set Fair." 
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ON A CERTAIN DISTURBANCE 
AT COLLEGE, OXFORD 

A GALLANT Captain and his crew 

Gaily combined to sup, 
And, screwed themselves, conspired to screw 

The unscrewed proctor up. 
The dons took ofif that screw, and let 

The well-screwed proctor roam ; 
Then, putting on the screw, they met, 

And sent this screwed crew home. 

Now headless crew could ne'er be rude. 

And crewless " Head " might do less. 
If either this screw less were screwed. 

Or that crew, screwed, were screwless. 
O crew, and dons, to death nigh done, 

(This crude crew's screw undoing), 
Mixed voices} as mixed liquor, shun ; — 

Beware of screwed crews screwing, 

1 «« Cavendum ne vox aciiva pro passiva usurpetur." 
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CHRISTMAS WITH THE LITTERATI 

Icy, wheezy ; " a Yule-log " 

You sing, I sing, sneezing : 
Freezing, I sigh an eulogue ; 

Using a new log we sing. 
Grunting a ** yew-log " I sing; 
You sing a me-log pleasing : 
Eulogising " a yewle-log " 

We sing, a we-log greasing. 
You sing " yew-log " ; " Yule-log " I sing. 

I sing your log, eulogue using : 
I sing " Yule-log " eulogising ; 
My log eulogising you sing. 
New log rising, still we pile log ; 
Icier, wheezier, you log, I log ; 
I sing your log, you sing my log : 
A warm wee we-log, 
A yewle you-and-me-log, 
Growling, greasing. 
Sniffling, sneezing. 
I sing, you sing, we sing. 
{Duo) I sing, you sing, wheezing. 

1898. 
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AD LEON IDAS 

Within, my lamp is burning bright, 
A kettle on the trivet sleeps ; 

Three hours ago they said good-night, 
My heart alone her vigil keeps. 

A temperate tumbler, running dry, 
Stands sentinel beside my book ; 

Alternate claimants for my eye 

Are Kipling's Stalky^ Ramsay's Luke, 

Yet fain were I to seek repose. 
But duty or my pride forbids ; 

Let earth-bound spirits deign to doze, — 
I wait the laggard Leonids. 

Without, from time to time I rake 
With greedy gaze the cloudless sky :— 

The steadfast stars refuse to make 
The tiniest attempt to fly. 

'Twas thrice eleven years ago 

They danced, as at a fancy ball — 

They ought to do it now ; but no ! 
To-night they neither shoot nor fall. 
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Our Wranglers swore 'twould come to pass : 

They bet innumerable quids : 
Tis down in Bradshaw ; — but alas, 

We had not known our Leonids ! 

Is ours the fault ? Yet, bad at best. 

Our generation is not worse 
Than was the last, and all the rest 

That ye have stooped to bless, not curse. 

What empyrean banquet-hall, 
What scene of cometary mirth. 

Hath stayed you, that no more ye fall 
In rocket-swarms on yearning earth ? 

Farewell, sweet traitors ! Half-past four — 
My eyes must close their aching lids. 

Urania's reign of law is o'er. 
And lost for aye our Leonids ! 

November i6, 1899. 
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NINETEEN 

Saeclorum annorumque undevigesimus ordo 

Nineteen ! of mystic numbers golden crown ! 

Would'st know, fait maid or godlike undergrad, 
What influence from the spheres distilling down 

Lends you your spell, to keep the grey world glad ? 
Ask some sage student poring o'er his Conies, 
And mark his rede : your magic is " Metonics." 

Metonic cycle ! not perhaps exact 

To the last hair's-breadth of its perfect ring : 

But near enough for those who own the fact 
That sweet dix-neuf s a very winsome thing, 

And ponder well, hOw nineteen centuries mean 

Naught else than just one hundred times nineteen. 

Meto ! thy round restored each lost eclipse, 
With each " emersion's " resurrection-glow ; 

Blest symbol of life's hope that dawns and dips. 
Of joys that lightly gather, lightly go ; — 

Hope sinks to rise again with rosier light, 

Flown joys return, the stauncher from their flight. 
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And so no vulgar century-scroll is this 

We proudly shared and soon shall lay to rest ; 

Our age of ages ; oft-rewoven bliss 

Broidered with sorrows, bitterest or best 

Hark! from its himdred tongues the old truth still 
pealing, 

Each cycle's veil is but a new revealing ! 

December 1900. 
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A PARAPHRASE FROM R. TOPFER 

["y^ fCai jamais jetila fleur^^^ 

Never, ah 1 never have I thrown away 

Some flower that had been given me by a friend, 
Its brief day done, its glory at an end. 

But it hath cost more qualms than heart can say. 

Never have I discarded last year's sponge, 
Sparse shaving-brush or worn tobacco-pouch, 
Or changed old hat, with daily use a-slouch. 

For new, but I have shivered at the plunge. 

In fact, good-byes are horrid ! I ne'er said one 
Save in a voice, half live and half a dead one. 

Sounding (I want the rhyme) like funeral knell : 
" Farewells " are trammels of our earthly custom ; 
Some day we hope to soar aloft and bust 'em, 

Nor farther "fare," being all for ever "well." 

1900. 
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KYRIE. ELEISON 

" She's such a giddy girl, sir, out and in, 

I ne'er can trust her to do anythin' ! " 

And pray who, think you, is this flighty she ? 

Her name is Fanny, and her age is — three. 

" Do anythin' ! " — that means fetch distant beer, 

Or see that baby's bottle-tube is clear, 

Or carry dad's hot dinner to the mill 

And never tumble down, or break, or spill. 

A Spartan discipline ! Six days per week 

She's learning to be useful, docile, meek. 

No longer go for wisdom to your granny : — 

Responsibility, thy name is Fanny ! 

Six live-long days, 4¥em Saturday^© Monday, 

But, let her pastor witness, not on Sunday ! 

Thus much I know, the Decalogue reciting, 

I raise my eyes at each command, inviting 

The reverent Kyrie and the Choir's assent. 

But evermore betwixt us — ever bent 

Her big blue eyes on mine, then quick or slow 

Withdrawn behind her elbow, as to show 

She plays bo-peep with me just through a cranny 

Of tiny finger-plait, — ^kneels wee wee Fanny ; 
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One hour from household care, one day in seven, 

Emancipate, free in the courts of Heaven. 

If I perforce should smile, I lose the game : 

And if I frown, alas ! 'tis all the same. 

Like some imprisoned swallow, or stray mouse. 

She claims the hospice-shelter of God's house : 

Resistless, joins the service of the day. 

With shy sly dignity, her own sweet way. 

I think she feels an infant's wayward beauty 

May help me just a little in my duty ! 

Whittlesford^ 1901. 
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"FRIEDENHEIM" 

A HOME of peace ! hushed from the world of fret, 

The care, the hope, the fear, 
That scarce would leave us space to die, or let 

Our little strength stand clear 
To meet in reverence what abides us yet 

Peace ! for the door that closed behind the tread 

Of those who bore us home. 
Hath sealed us from the earth, and laid our bed 

Where nought of ill may come, 
Only to wait and fade, and pass where love hath led. 

A little crooning o'er the dreams of youth, 

A tear, a heavenward cry ; 
A little ache, with tender hands to soothe, 

A thread to snap, a sigh ! 
A little sleep, and then — the Sun, — the Truth. 
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FINALE : TARANTELLA 

Blow, blow, golden October ! 

One more blast 

Though it be thy last ; — 
Blow thy bravest and best to-day, 
One more blast while the woods are gay ; 
Morrow will bring November grey, 
Hushed, and sad, and sober. 

Russet and red and saffron yellow, 

Merry and high 

To the bright blue sky, 
Sway the boughs that canter and spring. 
Nodding and dancing across and a-swing. 
Roar and rustle and pipe and sing. 
Up in the sunlight mellow. 

Blood of the beech and oaken splendour, 

Gold and green 

In a rainbow sheen. 
Flares of flame on the waving hill. 
Thousands ten and a thousand still 
Tumble and twinkle and roll their fill, 
And scorn the year's surrender. 
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Blow, blow, golden October ! 
Hearts were young 
When the nightingale sung ; 
One more day to be blithe and bold. 
One more song ere the heart be old. 
Morrow will bring November cold. 
Hushed, and sad, and sober. 
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EMERITUS 

Crumpled and bowed, 

Lone in the crowd, 
Let him clear out for his betters ! 

What doth it serve 

Once he had nerve, 
Once too a tincture of letters : — 

Quoted his Greek 

Scaling some peak 
Right from the Bergschrund below it, 

Airing his wits 

There on the Spitz, 
Climber and scholar and poet ? 

Alps and their height. 

Life and its light, 
Sink into shadow and valley ; 

Lowly at last. 

Each crevasse past, 
Wait for the home-bound galley ! 



June 1 90 1. 
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vrihvfio^ t/TTI/O? 

By and by, 
When the old friends all are fled, 
And the young friends all are wed. 
When the blood is crawling slow. 
When the lamp is flickering low. 
Why 
Not die? 

In the West 
When the weary sun is setting. 
When there comes a dim forgetting 
Of the pleasures and the places, 
Of the fancies and the faces, 
Rest 
Is best. 

He that gave 
Taketh. Flatter not the fameless ; 
Let no headstone name the nameless ; 
Only downy-tufted grasses 
Bowing to the breeze that passes 
Wave 
O'er the grave ! 

\In Harrow Churchyard^ 187-] 



TRANSLATIONS 
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ore \dpvaKL iv SacSaXia 

Simonides, 

The day that round the carven coffer lowered 

The roaring tempest and the angry spray, 
With stricken heart and tearful cheek she cowered, 

Fondling her little Perseus where he lay : 
And thus her rueful lullaby she sang : — 

Ah 1 baby boy, what weary woe is mine ! 
But thou, within thy brazen-bolted ark 
Slumberest with ne'er a pang, — 
Thy weanling wit all careless to repine 

That skies are frowning, or thy dungeon dark. 

Warm in thy purple folds, what heed hast thou 

Of voiceful gale aloft, or scouring sea 
That wets no hair of all thy bonny brow ? 

Had fear but been a thing of fear to thee. 
Thy little ear had listened to my moan. 

Yet hush thee still, my babe ! — and hush, thou wave, 
And hush, thou shoreless misery, wide and wild ! 

But ah ! great Zeus, thine own 
Some ray, some respite craves : — or if too brave 

Her prayer, — forgive, and hear for this thy child ! 
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VERGIL. AENEID ix. 402-445 

( Verbatini) 

A MOMENT ; — ^and, with arm back-swung to strike 

Poising the spear, to Luna in high heaven 

He lifts his eyes, and prays with straining breath : — 

"Thou, goddess, first and fairest of all stars. 

Hear thou, Latonian guardian of the groves, 

Aid with thy grace^ and strengthen mine emprise. 

If ever Hyrtacus my sire hath laid 

For my sake ought of offerings at thy shrine ; 

If e'er myself the choicest of the chase 

Endomed, or hung high o'er thy hallowed porch, 

Grant crush this crew; guide through mid-air my 

steel." 
He ceased; then straining mainmost might to the 

spear, 
Hurls: — forth it flies, and cleaves the shades of 

night : — 
Straight to the back of Sulmo speeds, and there 
Breaks, and shaft-splintered passes through his heart. 
Sprawling, he spouts life's hot stream from his breast 
In death's cold grip, and gasps with long-drawn sobs. 
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Here, there, they pry around The keener he 
A second bolt stood poising from the ear. 
Still they stand startled, while through temples twain 
Of Tagus hurtling wings the spear, and reeks 
Where yet it quivered in the brain it pierced. 
Maddened foams Voiscens ; on no side can spy 
The birth of the bolt, nor where his wrath to wreak. 
" Yet thou the while," he cries, ^'—thy heart's hot blood 
Shall pay the meed for both " ; — ^and with the word 
Draws blade, and lunges at Euryalus. 

Ah ! then heart-scared, then frenzied in his fear 
Calls Nisus loud ; nor longer in deep shade 
Could shroud his love, or brook such pain to the end. 
" Me rather, me ! me here, that did the deed, 
On me, Rutilians, turn your points \ from me 
Came all your wrong ; — the venture was not his 
Nor his the strength; vouch heaven and stars my 

truth! 
Only to love too well his hapless friend — " 
But even while yet he spake, through the boy's side 
The blade crashed home ; the lily breast was riven. 

Euryalus falls ; Euryalus is dead ; — 
And over those fair limbs the life-drops ebb. 
And on those shoulders sinks the helpless neck : — 
As when some flower, dipt by the pitiless plough, 
Some purple flower, lies drooping all to death. 
Or poppies, when they hang their head bedrenched 
On wearied stalk, by thunder-shower o'erbome. 
But Nisus flies at the throng ; Voiscens alone 
Singles through all ; alone at Voiscens halts. 

L 
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Him, hosting all around, the foes beset 
This side and that hard-pressed. Yet none the less 
He wins his way, and whirls the flashing blade ; — 
Dashed it in the Rutilian's brawling jaws, 
And dying drained the life-breath of his foe. 
Then on the speechless darling of his heart 
Pierced with a hundred points he fell, and found 
In easeful death, there there alone, his rest. 
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LA CARNE STANCA, IL MESTO VISO, 
E SMORTO 

Carlo Maggiy 1 630-1 699. 

This weary frame, this breath so ill at ease, 

Sad brows that fade, lack-lustre eyes that wane. 

These but proclaim me nearing now to gain 
A haven's refuge from life's stormy breeze. 
Sweet the approaching presence of that peace ! 

For few the leagues my keel hath ploughed the 
main. 

And brief her weltering cruise, but sore the strain ; — 
Though brief ne'er yet was thridding tangled seas. 
As one that sights the strand is love-possessed 

To yearn for gentle calm, and soothed at last 
Would nurse with soft repose his wildered breast, — 

So I, my weary battered voyage past. 
Furl close the canvas of my youth's unrest ; — 

Now view the shore, now strike my shallop's mast. 
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LE BONHEUR DE CE MONDE ^ 

Christophe Planting 1540. 
[Avoir une maison commode, propre, et belle] 

To own a house clean, roomy, fair to see ; 

A fragrant garden hung with trellised vine ; 

Few children, little show ; fresh fruits, best wine, 
And, all thine own in peace, one true dear she : 
To dwell from debt, intrigue, feud, lawsuit, free. 

And troublous claim of kin on thine estate ; 

Humbly content, nought hoping from the great, 
Proportion's rule in all sufficing thee : — 
With freedom's rights, without ambition's care^ 
To live the life of unaffected prayer. 

To curb each rise of passion's ruder breath ; — 
To keep thy mind unyoked, thy judgement keen, 
To tell thy beads and tend thy buds at e'en ; — 

True home is this, and gentle tryst with death. 

1 In the Musie Plantin, Antwerp. 



149 



LES RAVAGES DU TEMPS 

Corneilk, 
[Marquise, si mon visage 

A QUELQUES traits UN PEU VIEUX.] 

If in me, my lady, traces 

Of an aging look you view, 
Think how, at my years, your graces 

Shall be at a discount too. 

Time with flouting glee disposes 
Of whatever seems fairest now ; — 

Nor will spare to blight your roses. 
As his lines have marked my brow. 

Yet have I some charms unfailing 

Of a later lustier prime 
Than need stoop, methinks, to quailing 

At those ravages of Time. 

You have grandeur like a goddess ; — 
But these gifts you mark with scorn 

May endure, when bust and bodice, 
Flaunting there, are long outworn. 



ISO 

Theirs 'twill be, soft eyes of laughter 
From oblivion to redeem ; — 

Limning, centuries hereafter, 

What I choose to make you seem. 

With that unborn generation 

Where some voice shall still be mine, 
Your proud beauty's reputation 

Shall be — ^just what I assign. 
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ATTENTE 

Victor Hugo, 
[Monte, ^cureuil, monte au grand chene] 

Squirrel, climb thine oak on high. 
Mount thy branchlet near the sky 

Trembling with a reed's unrest ; — 
Warder stork on turret steep. 
Poise thy wing for upward sweep, 
Quit thy minster for the keep. 

Belfry tower for donjon's crest ; — 

Hoary eagle, soar and seek 
From thy ledge the wintry peak 

White with snows for ages driven ; — 
Thou that to thy couch still clinging 
Never dawn yet found un-singing. 
Up, blithe lark, and skyward springing 

Scale the gate, blithe lark, of heaven. 

Now, from crown of leafy bower. 
Battlement of marble tower. 

Giant crag, encrimsoned dome, — 
See ye far, amid the haze. 
E'er a plume that proudly sways, — 
Breath of steed that never stays, — 

My beloved ^hasting home? 
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DIEU EST TOUJOURS LA 

Victor Hugo, 

[QUAND L'foi VIENT, LE PAUVRE ADORE] 

Summer in the penniless can stir the frozen prayer, 
Summer sends a golden glow through needy bones 
awhile ; 
Bright and breezy is the dawn, and soft the balmy 
air; — 
Summer, 'tis the breath of Heaven, 'tis God's own 
gracious smile. 

Then it is that, as he lisps to God when he awakes, 

Motherless and homeless, for a blessing on the day, 
Whispers to some little heart the voice that ne'er 
forsakes, — 
"Come to my blue canopy, 'tis o'er thee, — come 
away! 

" Through their days of gladness, through days of bitter 
wrong, 
Well I knew thy father and thy mother for mine 
own. 
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life for them was weariful, its road was rough and 
long;— 
Ah ! but I was gentle, gentle ever, I alone ! 

" Yea ! 'tis I whose green sod, where now they lie at 
rest, 
Fends the frost of winter, and shrouds the sultry 
sun. 
Nature ! — 'tis my name of eld ; — come, lie upon my 
breast ; — 
Mother I of all the earth, and thou — my little one ! 

" Come, for I have roses, and fruits of golden bloom, 
Hold thy little arms to me, thy lap shall overflow ; — 
Fondling words shall comfort thee, and charm away 
the gloom. 
Till I raise a smile, may be, in those poor eyes of 
woe. 

" Yes, a smile I fain would win, my lonely child, from 
thee. 

See it breaking o'er thy face, so fair, so early worn; — 
Then would fly to whisper it, tenderly, tenderly. 

In thy mother's ear, low-lying in her grave forlorn." 

Such her soft sweet utterance; — and then that little 

one 

Recking not the burden life upon his heart had laid, 

Dreams away the summer day, and sets his feet to run 

All along the valley's side, and through the bosky 

glade. 
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When the gloaming comes, 'tis no inhospitable dame 
Stands across the threshold with a scowl to make 
him weep, 
But the starry vault of night, so winsomely aflame 
That beneath its placid gaze he fondly droops to 
sleep. 

Sleep in peace, wee wanderer, sleep on from sorrow 
free; 
God himself, when thou shalt wake, will still be 
near to bless, 
And the moon is rising high; she comes caressing 
thee,' 
Gentler e'en than summer sun, with mother tender- 
ness. 

For to her alone belongs the witchery of the hours, 
When our toils and troubles melt away in her soft 
beams, 
And the happy sun can wake to life the world of 
flowers. 
But the moon throws wide the gates that guard the 
heaven of dreams ! 
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OH! DEMAIN, CEST LA GRANDE 

CHOSE 

Victor Hugo, 

To-morrow ! that is all in all : 

Ah ! say, of what is made the morn ? 

To-day the seed doth man let fall ; 
To-morrow God matures the corn. 
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LES SOUVENIRS DU PEUPLE 

Biranger. 
[On parlera de sa gloire] 

Go^ little rhynUy disport thee where thou wilt^ 

The mimic echo of a master lyre; — 
His was the rapier blade^ thou but the hilt; 

Thou but eartUs censer^ his the ethereal fire ! 
I fear me^ some that watch thy vexed birthj — 

Caudle and crucible and astrolabey — 
May slide thee softly pas t^ with gentle mirth; — 

** How many a gossipy and how maimed a babe ! " 



For many a year his glory 

Beneath the thatch shall fill our ears ; 

The lowly roof in fifty years 
Shall know no other story. 
Village folk shall come and gaze, 

Cry to some old dame or other, — 
With a tale of other days 

Come and kill the gloaming, mother ! 
Though he cost us life and limb, 
Yet his people still revere him, 
Yes, revere him ! 
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— Goody, tell how you stood near him ; 
Tell us now of him ! 

Children, through the village here 

He passed, with kings behind him ; — 

Ah me, how well I mind him ! 
I first kept house that year. 
Climbing up just where I sat 

On the hill to get a view ; — 
He had on a little hat. 

He had on a grey surtout. 
How my head went round, so nigh him ! 
Says he, " Good day, my dear, 

Good day, my dear ! " 
— He spoke to you, goody, here ! 

He spoke to you, close by him ? 

The year after that again 

I saw him in Paris one day. 

My own poor self, on his way 
To Our Lady's with all his train. 
All hearts were happy together 

Admiring the flags and the drums ; 
All were saying, " What beautiful weather ! 

Heaven guards him wherever he comes ! " 
His smile was so gentle, too 1 
God had given him a little boy. 
Given him a little boy ! 
— What a day for you, goody, of joy. 
What a day of joy for you ! 
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But when we had to yield 

Our poor Champagne to strangers, 

He, braving out ^11 dangers. 
Seemed holding alone the field. 
As it might be to-day, — might be, — 

One night comes a rap at the door. 
I open ; — ^good God ! it was he. 

With one or two guards, not more. 
He sat down in this very chair. 
Crying out, " Oh ! what a war ! 

Oh ! what a war ! " 
— He sat, goody, just where you are ? 
He sat where you are, there ! 

" I am hungry," he says, and I get him 

A hunch, and a posset to drink ; 

Then he dries his clothes, and the blink 
Of the fire to sleep soon set him. 
On waking, he sees my eyes wet. 

And says he, " Cheer up, and have heart ! 
I am off to avenge France yet 

Under Paris, for all her smart." 
He goes ; — like a treasure found 
I have kept his glass from that day, 
Kept his glass from that day. 
— Have it safe, goody, still, you say ? 
Have it safe and sound ? 

Here, see it ! But all the while 
The hero's hopes were drowned ; 
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He, whom a pope had crowned, 
Died in a desert isle. 
For long none thought it could be ; 

Folk said, ** He is going to appear ; 
He is come to us over the sea. 

They shall know that their master is here." 
When we came to find none of it true, 
To me 'twas a sore distress ! 
Twas a sore distress ! 
— Nay, goody, God will bless — 
God will bless you. 
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LE CINQ MAI 

Biranger, 
[Des Espagnols m'ont pris sur leur navire] 

Spaniards took me on friendly deck, 

Far away by an Indian strand ;— 
Waif and stray from an empire's wreck, 

Sick at heart in a stranger land. 
Five years gone ! But the Cape is past ; — 
Crossing the line on the wave at last : — 
France, poor soldier, again to see ! 
There my boy has a shroud for me. 

" Land ! " cries the pilot ; " Sainte-H^l^ne ! " 

There he is drooping in watch and ward. 
Hate dies down in you, hearts of Spain, — 

His chains we curse, and his butcher guard. 
Nothing can I do, nothing to save ; 
Times are past for a glorious grave. 

France, poor soldier, again to see ! 
There my boy has a shroud for me. 

Is he asleep ? that bolt of steel 

Shattering thrones, a score at a breath ; — 
Shall he not rise in his wrath, his heel 

Crushing the kings as he goes to death ? 
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Hope recoils from that iron shore : 
Gods and the eagle are friends no more. 

France, poor soldier, again to see ! 

There my boy has a shroud for me. 

Victory strained to follow his will ; 

Then she flagged, but he would not stay : 
Twice betrayed, he has foiled them still ; — 

Ah ! but the snakes that entwine his way ! 
Venom lurks in the laurel wreath ; 
Conquering brows are crowned with death. 
France, poor soldier, again to see ! 
There my boy has a shroud for me. 

Let but a sail peep over the main, 

" He ! " cry the monarchs, " escaped his isle ? 
Comes he to ask for his world again ? 

Arm two million rank and file 1 " 
He, perchance, with his anguish spent, 
A last farewell to his France has sent. 

France, poor soldier, again to see ! 
There my boy has a shroud for me. 

Grand in spirit and great in worth. 

Why did a sceptre tempt his pride ? 
High above every throne on earth 

Glows that peak in the waters wide ; — 
His glory's light as a beacon borne 
To a world in its youth, and a world outworn. 
France, poor soldier, again to see ! 
There my boy has a shroud for me. 

M 
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I 

Hearts of Spain ! what flickers on shore ? 

A banner of black ? O Heaven ! 'tis true 1 i 

He — and to die ? Our Star no more ! i 

Ah ! you are weeping, his foes, e'en you. ' 

Silent, far from the rock we fly : — 
The sun is withered from out the sky. 

France, poor soldier, again to see ! 
There my boy has a shroud for me. 
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TRISTESSE 

A, de Musset 

[J'ai perdu ma force et ma vie] 

Lost is my strength, my mirth, the joy intense 
Of very life, the comrades and the zest ; — 
All, even to my pride, that misuppressed 

Had wrought my spirit to self-confidence. 

When truth I recognised, my raptured sense 
Dreamed I had found a love to be caressed ; 
But palling as I clasped her to my breast 

Loathing and ashes were my recompense. * 

Yet is she still divine ; and they that curled 
The lip in sHght of her, have dulled their ears 

To wisdom's echoes in our under-world. 

God speaks : perforce my naked soul replies ; — 
One thing of all is left me, — ^that mine eyes 

Have sometimes been not unacquaint with tears. 
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UBER ALLEN GIPFELN 

Goethe. 
Every mountain crest 

Stands at rest ; 
Scarce a tree-top's breath 

Lingereth 
To meet thy view. 
' Hushed every bird on its bough. 
Ah wait ! soon thou 
Art resting too ! 



i6s 
HAIDENROSLEIN 

Goethe, 
[Sah ein Knab' ein RSslein stehn] 

Laddie spied a tiny rose, 

Roselet on the thornie ! 
Young and fresh as dawn she blows ; 
Glad he sprang to see her close, 

Though she cried, " I warn ye ! " 
Rosie, rosie, rosie red, 

Roselet on the thomie ! 

Laddie said, "Thy stem I'll break, 

Roselet on the thornie ! " 
Roselet said, " A wound 111 make, 
Thou shalt ne'er forget its ache;^ 

Touch me not, I scorn ye ! " 
Rosie, rosie, rosie red, 

Roselet on the thornie ! 

Stem the wilful boy did wring, 

Roselet on the thomie ! 
Roselet turned a dart to fling. 
None shall cure him of her sting ; — 

Laddie ! how she's torn ye ! 
Rosie, rosie, rosie red, 

Roselet on the thomie ! 
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ES WAR EIN KONIG IN THULE 

Goethe, 

There was a king in Thule 

Right faithful to the grave : 
To him one loving truly 

A golden beaker gave. 

Her dying gift high prizing 

At every feast he quaffed. 
And still the hot tears rising 

Overflowed at every draught. 

The king his last was breathing, 
His wealth he reckoned up ; — 

To heirs his towns bequeathing, 
But not that golden cup. 

In banquet-hall he gathers 
Once more his knights around, 

Where sat of old his fathers — 
That fortress o'er the Sound. 

And there once more to drain it 
In joyaunce grim he stood ; 
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Then, that no man might gain it, 
He flung it to the flood 

He saw it hurtling, brimming. 
Slow sinking through the sea : 

Darkly his eyes are swimming : — 
No draught again drank he. 
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DIE KiJSSE 

Lessing, 

[EiN KtJSSCHEN, DAS EIN KiND MIR SCHENKET] 

KissLET, that a child bestoweth, 
Who with kissing doth but play, 

Kiss, that thinketh nought nor knoweth, 
Lightly flits unfelt away. 

Kiss, by friends on cheek imprinted, 

Is a greeting, I must own, 
Somewhat from true kissing stinted. 

Lacks the warmer sweeter tone. 

Kiss that filial forehead grazes. 
Father's well-meant blessing kiss. 

When he pets his boy or praises, — 
Truly, I must honour this. 

Kiss of sister love, though charming. 

Serves for kissing just so far 
As therein my heart is warming 

Toward another maiden's star. 

Kiss from Lesbia, wooed and wooing, 
Kiss no tell-tale eye must see, 

Kiss, the turtledove's renewing, — 
That is kiss, if kiss can be ! 
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AN MEIN SOHNCHEN 

Bodenstedt 
[Du PRACHTiG Kind, du frisches junges Leben] 

Thou fresh young life, my own, my glorious boy. 
Thy laughing eyes uplift my heart, and wake 
My soul to new existence for thy sake : — 

Thanks be to Heaven, that gave thee for my joy ! 

Dark were the driving clouds that compassed me, 
Within me and without me was but night ; 
Then proudly broke thy dawn with rosy light, — 

I saw my life, my youth, restored in thee ! 

God of His grace still guard thee for His own 
From all the pain and anguish I have known. 
And bless my child with all His bounties sure ; — 

Grant all to thee that I might ne'er attain, • 
My darkling phantasies in thee make plain, 
My broken purposes in thee mature ! 
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ALLES STILLE! NUR ZUWEILEN 

Julius Rodenberg, 

All is hushed ! A moment only 

Sweeps a shiver o'er the mere ; 
Through some cloud-rift shining lonely 

Heaven's high star sends greeting here. 

Greeting strange ! The night-wind sighing 

Creeps to stir the willow grove, 
Deep as last breath of the dying, 

Faint as far farewell of love. 

Lost and longed for, phantoms fleeting, 

Rise and fall in spectral train ; 
Through my tears I give them greeting, 

And they greet me back again, — 

Smile and pass, to leave me lonely, 
* Fade imtraced as they appear. 
All is hushed ! A moment only 
Sweeps a shiver o'er the mere. 
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ICH SPRACH, NUN BIST DU MEINE 

WELT 

R Rikkert 

Said I, " Now all my world art thou ! " 

" How small is then thy world," said she ; 
" To please thee evermore as now 

I fear its wealth should wider be. 
My friend, in this poor world is found 

Love, Love alone, and naught but he. 
And if this fail to hold thee bound, 

Then lost for aye the world must be." 
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DIE VATERGRUFT 

Ballad. 

[ES GING WOHL iJBER DIE HaIDE] 

To the shrine the forest hideth 
There climbs an ancient thane ; 

In jewelled mail he strideth 
Within the darksome fane. 

The tombs that hold his fathers 

Gleam dimly all along ; 
Beneath his feet there gathers 

A clamour of wondrous song. 

" Shades of my sires ! I hear ye, 
That hail me to my place ; 
The last am I, nor fear ye 
Your son can shame his race." 

Unclaimed in all that number 
There lies one cold still bed : 

The stone shall guard his slumber, 
His shield shall rest his head. 

Across his falchion meeting 
His hands he folds to sleep ; — 

Hushed is the spirit-greeting, 
All dumb that silence deep ! 
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LEBENS HERBSTLIED 

Fouqui, 
GentlB: love, farewell for ever, 

Thy sweet time for me is o'er ; 
Fair may earth be still ; — but never 

Shall I hear thy whisper more. 

Cam'st thou still, my steps attending, 
Men would lightly laugh at thee ; 

Hardly, with these lyre-strings blending. 
Durst thou faintly breathe for me. 

Time for blooming and for teeming. 

Time for dying waits on all ; 
Blossoms in the Spring-light gleaming 

Chilled in Autumn fade and fall. 

So have hearts of old been singing. 
Hearts to come shall sing again ; — 

Go then, little song, go ringing 
With the wide wide world-refrain. 
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SCHONE WIEGE MEINER LEIDEN 

Heine. 

Fairest craxlle of my ruing, 

Fairest chamel of my rest, 
Fairest town of my undoing. 

Fare thee well ! to part were best. 

Fare thee well, thou hallowed portal. 
Cherished home of darling dear ; 

Fare thee well, thou haunt immortal. 
Where I first beheld her near. 

Ah ! if ne'er mine eyes had lighted, 
Queen of all my heart, on thee. 

Never had my days been blighted 
By this mom of misery. 

With no lover-plaint I plied thee, 
Craved no vow for life and death, 

Only sought to sit beside thee. 
Near the floating of thy breath. 

Yet 'tis thou, with taunt unfeeling. 
That dost drive me from the door ; 
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Madness through my brow is reeling, 
And my heart is sick and sore. 

And my limbs are bowed and breaking, 
Creeping forth the world to brave, 

Till my head shall cease from aching 
Laid afar in some cold grave. 



(ALITER) 



Wetnurse of mine indigestion^ 
Calcraft of my bosom^s hope^ 

We must party beyond a question ; — 
Lovely city^ I must ^^ sloped' 

Fare ye well, those thrie or four steps , 
Where that girl trips in to school; 

Farewell, estimable doorsteps. 
Where I first became a fool t 

Had I never chanced to see thee, 

Little tyrant, I may say 
That In^er had come to be the 

Wretched ass I am to-day. 

But I never plagued thee meanly. 
Never worried thee to death. 

Only sat and sniffed serenely 
At thy chocolate-scented breath. 
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Yet ^iis thou hast sent me packings 
(Oh! you called me such a name I) 

Till my head is crazed and crackings 
And my heart is much the same. 

Forth on shaky legs I toddle^ — 
Very doubtful which is whichy — 

Till I rest this weary noddle 
In some cold and kindly ditch. 
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ES WAR EIN ALTER KONIG 

Heine. 
A KING there was, an old king, 

His heart was sore and grey his head, 
And well-a-day ! the old king 

A maiden young had wed. 

A page there was, a fair page. 
With golden head and heart of air, 

He followed aye the young queen 
Her silken train to bear. 

Dost know that old old story. 
So sweet to sing, so sad to tell ? 

They had to die together. 
They both had loved too well 
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DIE LORELEI 

Heine. 

[ICH WEISS NICHT WAS SOLL ES BEDEUTEN] 

What aileth my heart to be dreary 
With aching that will not away ? 

It clings till I wonder and weary, 
That tale of a bygone day. 

The breath of the twilight is tender, 
And peaceful floweth the Rhine ; 

On yonder peak in its splendour 
The rays of evening shine. 

There sits on the mountain a maiden 

So strange, so passing fair ; 
With gleaming of gold she is laden, 

She combeth her golden hair. 

With a golden comb she is combing, 

And sings her song to the sky ; 
Oh, wondrous rings in the gloaming 

The might of that melody ! 
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The boy in the boat cannot row him 

Away from the pang of his love ; 
He sees not the breakers below him, 

He sees but the glory above. 

Ah ! now but I ween they have drowned him,- 
The boy and his boat, they are gone ; 

And that with her song flung around him 
The Lorelei hath done ! 
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SCHONSTER TOD 

W: Mulkr. 
[Die Scharpe schlang er um den Leib] 

He wound the scarf about his breast, 
He waved the banner in his hand ; 

The 5carf by beauty's queen was blessed, 
The banner by his fatherland. 

Before the host he spurred his steed. 

And carolled many a lusty lay, 
With lilt of many a daring deed. 

With lilt of love and troth for aye. 

Sang dauntless, plimging in the fight, 
Sang joyous, through the battle borne, 

Still reared erect the banner bright, 
True scarf above true heart still worn. 

So, flag in front, with blazoned breast. 
Drew once again his conquering brand, 

Brought war's wild revelry to rest, 
Brought freedom to his fatherland. 
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One pang, and 'mid the fallen crowd 
That peerless heart has ceased to beat ; 

A standard for the hero's shroud, 
A scarf the true heart's winding-sheet. 

His trusty troopers weep around, 

With sorrow sore distraught they sigh, 

Yet hear the voice within resound, 
"No fairer death can hero die." 



I82 



ANDREAS HOFER 

Julius Mostfu 
[Zu Mantua in Banden] 

At Mantua in irons 

The trusty Hofer stood ; 
To Mantua the foemen 

Had borne him for his blood : 
Ah ! bleeding too each brother heart, 
Each German breast in shame and smart, 

With all the land Tyrol. 

With hands behind him bounden, 

Firm tread and quiet breath, 
There marched Andreas Hofer ; — 

So small to him seemed death — 
The death he oft had rained like hail 
From Iselberg through all the vale. 

To save the land Tyrol. 

Once more when from the grating 

In Mantua's dungeon-cell 
He saw his faithful comrades 

That waved a last farewell, 
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Then cried he loud, " Be God your aid, 
God help the Gennan realm betrayed, 
God help the land Tyrol ! '' 

Heart-heavy dies the rolling, 

The moan of muffled drum, 
As now Andreas Hofer 

Through that dark gate is come : 
Free 1 free ! for, bind him as they will, 
Stands dauntless on the bastion still 

The man of land Tyrol 1 

To bend the knee they bade him ; 

He scorned the coward thought, 
" Erect upon your rampart 

I'll die as I have fought ; — 
Here, — standing where my foot now stands ! — 
Long live my emperor, noble Franz ! 

Long live the land Tyrol ! '' 

From off his hands the fetters 
His guard takes then and there ; 

Still stands Andreas Hofer 
And prays his one last prayer : 

Then cries, ** Now shoot, and miss me not ! 

Fire ! — ^Ah ! that was a sorry shot ! — 
Farewell, my land Tyrol ! *' 
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GAUDEAMUS IGITUR, lUVENES DUM 

SUMUS 

StudenttfUied, 

Come rejoice, and while we're young 

Use the mirth supplied us ! 
When our youth has done its gladness, 
When our age has done its sadness. 

Then the ground shall hide us. 

Where are those that once have lived 

In the world before us ? 
In the heavens above you'll find them, 
Or where powers below may bind them ; 

There they hear our chorus. 

Briefly blooms our fleeting day. 

Briefly 'twill be faded ; 
Swiftly death will come to bear us, 
Hence with ruthless hand to tear us ; — 

No man shall evade it. 

Blessed be the 'Varsity, 
Blessed the dons that love her. 
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Blessed each single member be, 
Blessed be all collectively, 
May they live in clover ! 

Here's a health to maidens all, 

Maidens kind and comely ; 
Here's a health to honest wives. 
Gentle hearts and loving lives. 
Busy hands and homely ! 

Here's our country's land and laws. 

Here's the Queen that guards us ; 
Here's the town — ^long may it stand, 
Here's each benefactor's hand 
That our meed awards us ! 

Down with all that vexeth us. 

All that spite have borne us ; 
Down with all curmudgeon-fads. 
All that love not undeigrads, 
Down with all that scorn us ! 
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RHEINWEINLIED 

Matthias Claudius, 
[Bbkranzt MIT Laub'den lieben vollen Becher] 

Come, masters mine, come crown the brimming 
beaker 

With wreaths and laughing flowers ; 
Then drain it dry : from Sark to Salonica 

Is no such wine as ours. 

This flows not forth from Hungary or Poland, 

Nor where French lingoes be \ 
There may Sir Guy get wine \ but we from no land ; 

No foreign stream drink we ! 

No, 'tis our Fatherland from out its fulness 

Gives wine beyond compare ; 
How else beneath such lordly calm and coolness 

Come heart and strength so rare ? 

Yet not from every German soil, I tell ye ; — 

For many a mountain steep^ 
Like those old Cretans — ^is an idle belly. 

That's hardly worth its keep. 
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Thuringia's hills — from there you'll find them bringing 

A growth looks not so bad ; 
But 'tis not wine ; it cannot set you singing, 

It cannot make you glad. 

The Miner's Mount will yield you little pleasure, 

If wine you would behold ; 
Cobalt and silver-slag are all its treasure, 

And scraps of drossy gold. 

The Brocken ! — he's a Philistine old grannie, 

No crop but wind grows he ; 
There dance old Hornie and his clerks uncanny 

In topsy-turvy glee. 

The Rhine, the Rhine! Tis there our grapes are 
growing. 

Thrice blessed be father Rhine ! 
On sunny banks they mellow to set flowing 

That life-restoring wine I 

Then drink to-day, and drink again to-morrow, 

Your hearts to mirth resign : 
And did we know where lay some soul in sorrow. 

We'd cure him with our wine ! 
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ES ZOGEN DREI BURSCHEN WOHL 
UBER DEN RHEIN 

Ludwig Uhland. 

Three students there came rowing over the Rhine, 
They came to the hostess and called for wine : — 

Friend hostess, hast gotten good wine and beer ? 
And is then your fair little daughter here ? 

My beer and my wine are cool and clear, 
And laid in death is my daughter dear. 

Then softly into the room went they, 
And there in coffin of black she lay. 

The first one, he hastened the cloth to raise. 
And looked on the damsel with mournful gaze : — 

Ah ! wert thou living, to hear me vow 

How truly I'd love thee, fair maid, from now ! 

The second, he covered her face once more, 
And turned in sorrow and wept full sore : — 



i89 

Ah 1 why art thou dead on thy silent bier ? 
IVe loved thee so many a long long year ! 

The last one, again he lifted the veil, 
And kissed the maid on her lips so pale : — 

I loved thee before, and 1 love thee to-day, 
And still will I love thee for ever and aye 1 
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GRAB' AUS DEM WIRTSHAUS NUN 
KOMM' ICH HERAUS 

jff. von Muhler. 

Straight from the tavern I'm coming out here : — 
Street, thou art looking uncommonly queer ! 
Both sides bewitched of you, left hand and right ; 
Street, I am sure of it, — sure you are tight 

Moon, why art twisting thy face all askew, 
One eye wide open, one close as a screw ? 
YouVe had too much, madam, frown as you please : 
Fie on you, fie on you, old mother cheese I 

There, where the lamps were, what can have gone 

wrong? 
Not a straight post in the row all along ! 
Hobbling and wobbling, a-swerve and a-swing. 
Drunk every one of them, drunk as a king ! 

All hurly-burly, each stick and each stone ! 
How can I pass them, thus sober alone I 
Don't like the looks of it, going so far : — 
Think I had better get back to the bar ! 



191 



DER VERSCHMAHETE 

VolksHed, 
[Mei Dirndel is harb uf mi] 

My lassie's a' wrang with me, I kenna what for, 
And if she's no right sune, W dee at her door : 
At fairings anither leads her to the reel ; 
That gies me a heart-break, that winna get weeL 

i vowed her sae truly, I'd mak' her my bride : — 
I'll keek at her window, maybe she's inside : 
I'll try her aince mair, and I'll speir her again, 
I'll find the bit winnock, and keek at the pane. 

I'd fain hae been chapping, but dauredna try mair ; 
I've been keeking in, and my heart it was sair ; 
For gin at your lassie's anither ye see, 
Ye wadna believe me, how hard 'tis to dree. 

I'd like to be hiding there out o' the licht. 
When her Joe's climbin' into her window the nicht ; 
The aidder ! I canna forgie sic a sin, — 
I'se warrant I'd gie him a cantie heft in ! 
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HANS UND LIESE 

Volkslied. 

[Und der EUns schleicht umher] 

Then came Hans creeping round, 
Eye so fallen, cheek so faded, 
And his heart oh ! so jaded 

With its ache all a-swound. 

At the door stood Liese facing. 

Bodice crimson, golden lacing, 

Gazing out on the sky there. 
But never looks at Hans. 

Little Liese, be friends ! 

Leave the sky there, it is dreary ; 

Oh, *tis love bums unweary, 
And the burn never ends ! 
But if you will give a glance, dear. 
And again will kiss your Hans, dear, 
Then the sky too that moment 

Again is bright and blue ! 

And he fleeches and sighs. 
And he gently pulls a curlie, 
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And her head the bit girlie 
Half turns to his eyes. 
And she pouts a little smile yet, 
And she plays a little while yet. 
Then she kisses her Hans, 

And so all again is right ! 
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DER ROTHE SARAFAN 

Volkstied, 

[Nah' nicht, liebes MUtterlein, am rothen 
Sarafan] 

Mother dearie, sew no more 

That crimson Sarafan ; — 
Vain thy toil, when it is o'er ! 

'Twas pity you began ! 

Sit thee down, my daughter, 
Come sit thee by my side ; 

Youth will fly like water 

When once is turned the tide. 

Glad though you be singing 
As sings the lark in May — 

Laughing — dancing — springing, — 
Soon all is wede away. 

Years are hasting hither, 

When mirth and joy be fled ; 

And the cheek will wither. 
All its roses dead. 
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Once I ne'er would falter, 

Sang and laughed and leapt ; — 

Then time bade me alter, 
Limping as I stept ! 

Sewing at the Sarafan 

I mind the songs IVe sung : — 
See thee dancing in it, dear. 

And feel once more I'm young. 
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ANNCHEN VON THARAU 1ST, DIE 

MIR GEFALLT 

Simon Dock 

Annie of Tharau, 'tis she is my dear, 
She is my life and my gold and my gear : 
Annie of Tharau, she gave me her heart 
True to my own thorough smiling and smart 
Annie of Tharau, my crown and my goal. 
Thou art my marrow and soul of my soul ! 

Trouble and tempest may thunder and rend, 
Each by the other we stand to the end ; 
Burden and suffering, sickness and pain. 
Bind our love closer and closer again. 
Annie of Tharau, thou star of my day. 
Thy life is my life for ever and aye ! 

Straight as a palm-tree still towering unspent 
Vainly by hail and by hurricane bent. 
After the sorrowing weary and long 
Rises the love in us mighty and strong. 
Annie of Tharau, myxrown and my goal. 
Thou art my marrow and soul of my soul ! 
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Should we be sundered and I left alone, 

Still, wert thou breathing where sun never shone, 

There would I find thee, through woodland or wave, 

Guards of a prison, or gates of the grave. 

Annie of Tharau, thou star of my day. 

Thy life is my life for ever and aye ! 
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O TANNENBAUM, O TANNENBAUM 

fuuh August Zamack, 

O EVERGREEN, O evergreen, how fair is all thy leafage ! 

Nor only green in summer's glow. 

But in December's frost and snow ; 
O evergreen, O evergreen, how true is all thy leafage ! 

O little maid, O little maid, how false is all thy favour ! 

When Fortune smiled, — thy vow to make ! 

Now I am poor, — thy vow to break ! 
O little maid, O little maid, how false is all thy favour ! 

The nightingale, the nightingale, 'tis she thou sure 
dost follow ! 
Will wait, while laughs the summer gay, — 
When falls the year, will fly away ; — 
The nightingale, the nightingale, 'tis she thou sure 
dost follow ! 

The valley-brook, the valley-brook, is of thy guile the 
mirror! 
Runs only when the rain doth pour, — 
When all are thirsting, runs no more ; — 
The valley-brook, the valley-brook, is of thy guile the 
mirror ! 
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MUSS I DENN, MUSS I DENN ZUM 
STADTELE 'NAUS? 

Heinrich Wagner, 

To the townie, the townie must I go away, 

And you, bonnie lass, bide here ? 
Coming back, coming back, in a year and a day, 

rU speed, bonnie lass, to my dear. 
For a twelvemonth tide I leave thy side, 

But my heart, it is always near ; — 
Coming back, coming back, your own true Jack, 

111 speed, bonnie lass, to my dear. 

How you cry, how you cry, to say good-bye, 

And fancy our courting's done ; — 
Pretty maids, pretty maids by the score may try. 

But, dearie, I love just one. 
Never dream, when I some town lass spy, 

Your true lad's lost and gone : 
For a lass and a lass and a score may pass, 

But, dearie, I love just one. 

In a year, in a year, when berries are red. 
Your laddie's at home and free ; 
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And if I, and if I am dear as you said. 

Then wed we two shall be. 
IVe done my span and 111 serve no man. 

But only myself and thee : — 
And if I, and if I in your heart still lie, 

Then wed we two shall be. 



20I 

SO LEB' DENN WOHL, DU STILLES 

HAUS! 

Raimund, 

(From Der Alpenkonig und der Menschenfeind) 

Now fare thee well, thou peaceful home, 
My time to pass from thee is come : 
Now fare thee well ; — I go my road 
Far from that well-beloved abode. 

And fare ye well, ye friends so true ; 
With heavy heart I part from you : 
Be smiling Fortune e'er so kind, 
1*11 think on those I left behind. 

And fare thee well, thou maiden mine ; 
Though I awhile thy smiles resign, 
Reach thy dear hand with mine to meet, 
And plight the troth of friendship sweet. 

' Be thine to sleep a soft good-night 
Till laughing mom bring gladsome light ; 
Already made my fortunes, be. 
If thy glad eyes should smile on me. 

And once I here to thee return. 
Thy love alone I pray to earn : 
Come woe or weal, I care not which, 
Thy love alone can make me rich. 
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LEBEWOHL 

VolksUed, 

[MORGEN MUSS ICH FORT VON HIER] 

Now the time to part is near, 

I must fly to-morrow ; — 
Leave thee, dearest of the dear, — 

Oh, that word of sorrow ! 
I that had so fondly loved, 

For mine own to take thee. 
Must I then forsake thee. 
Must I then forsake thee ? 

Comrades twain in friendship sweet 

Trust each other ever ; 
Sooner sun and moon shall meet 

Than those two shall sever : — 
Yet a keener pang to rue 
Rends the heart of lover true 

Borne afar to strangers, 

Borne afar to strangers. 

Yonder lie in meadows green 
Boyhood's hours of pleasure ; 

Must I roam from scene to scene 
Far from all my treasure ? 
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Have I ever pained thee, love ? 

Let forgetting mend it : — 
All will soon be ended, 
All will soon be ended. 

If upon thy cheek or hand 
Little breezes kiss thee. 

Think it is a sigh I fanned 
Telling how I miss thee. 

Yes, a thousand every day 

I will waft from far away, 
While of thee I'm dreaming, 
While of thee I'm dreaming. 
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TREUE LIEBE 

VolksHed, 
[AcH, wiE 1ST m5glich dann?] 

Ah ! can indeed it be 

I now must part from thee ? 

Thou art so dear to me 

All else above ; 
So to my heart hast grown, 
So made me all thine own, 
That thee and thee alone, 

Trust me, I love ! 

Close to thy bosom's thought 
Lay this sweet flower IVe brought, 
*Tis blue forget-me-not, — 

Think thou of me ! 
Though bloom and hope may fly. 
Rich still art thou and I : 
Trust me, it ne'er can die. 

My love for thee ! 

Were I a birdie, dear. 

Soon would I find thee here, — 

Falcon nor hawk would fear, — 

Straight would I fly : 
Hunter might shoot me dead, — 
Still to thy bosom sped, 
Did'st thou but grieve I bled, 

Gladly I'd die. 
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DES MADCHENS KLAGE 

Voiksiud. 

[Den lieben langen Tag hab i nur Schmerz 
UND Plag'] 

Through all the bright long day 
Pain wears my heart away, 
At eve I weep for ever dreary ; 
Stand by the window bars, 
Gaze out on silent stars, 

For oh 1 'tis eerie 

To weep and weary ! 

Oft would he whisper low 
When I had plagued him so, 
" Some day for me youll yet be dreary ; 
When I am here no more. 
Far on some distant shore. 

And night is eerie, 

My little dearie." 

Ah ! me, 'twere better so, 
E'en that he's dead to know ; 
I could be glad to weep and weary ! 
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Would he but come and deign 
To dasp me close again, 
And say, " Be cheery, 
My little dearie ! " 

Now comes he never more, 
That makes my heart too sore ; 
At eve I weep for ever dreary : 
When folk go passing by, 
I think to meet his eye, — 
But oh ! 'tis eerie 
To weep and weary ! 



207 



DER LINDENBAUM 

IV. Miiller. 
[Am Brunnen vor dem Thore] 

A WELL beside the gateway, 

And there a linden-tree ! 
Tve dreamed beneath its shadow 

As sweet as dreams could be. 
Its bark has borne the graving 

Of words love fain would say, 
My feet through joys and sorrows 

It welcomed day by day. 

A wanderer now at midnight 

Perforce I passed it near ; 
Once more e'en in the darkness 

I closed my eyes to hear. 
Its waving branches murmured 

As though their call would be 
" Come hither, O my comrade, 

Thy rest is here with me ! " 

The cold night wind was blowing. 
But fevered brows would bum ; 
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I wandered — where I recked not, 
I would not stay to turn. 

Now many a league IVe bome me 
Afar from yonder tree, 

But still I hear it murmur, 

" Thy rest were here with me ! " 
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REITERS MORGENGESANG 

Hauff, 

[MORGENROTH, 
LEUCHTEST MIR ZUM FRUHEN TOD?] 

Rosy red, rosy red, 

Bringest thou thy dawn of dread ? 
Soon the trumpet will be calling. 
Soon upon the field be falling 

I and many a comrade dead. 

Brief and brave, brief and brave 

Was the joy a moment gave : — 
Yestermom with banner flying, 
Now with riven breast a-dying, — 

On the morrow but a grave. 

Cold and grey, cold and grey. 

Youth and beauty fade away ; — 

Though thy face be now the fairest, 
Lily white and red the rarest, 

Roses bloom but for a day. 

What is won, what is won, 
When at best the race is run ? 
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But to suffer and to sorrow, 
Rue the past and fear the morrow, 
Till the weary day be done. 

Peace, my heart, peace, my heart ; — 
God hath willed thee what thou art : — 
Strike where'er thy foemen call thee 
Then if death to<iay befall thee, 
Thou hast played a trooper's part. 
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FREUT EUCH DES LEBENS 

Martin Usteri, 

LivCy live and be joyful^ 

While shines the passing day : \ 

Lif^s roses gather I 

Ere they fade away. 

Ah why so fain of toil and care ? 
Why seek we thorns alone to wear, 
Nor heed the violets all unseen 
That bloom around our feet ? 

Live^ live, etc. 

Though skies awhile be dark with cloud, | 

And o'er us roll their thunders loud, 
Yet brighter, when the storm is past. 
The sun at eve will glow. 

Live, live, etc. 

Then banish envy, banish greed, 
And only sow contentment's seed : 

The tree that springs within your bower 
Will bear you fruit of gold. 

Live, live, etc. 
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If heart be true and hand be sure, 
With kindly cheer to bless the poor, 
Then peace will come, a gracious guest, 
To dwell for evermore. 

LivCy live^ etc. 

And though the path be stem and steep, 
Or fate may frown to make us weep, 
Yet friendship still to honest worth 
Will lend her helping hand. 

Live^ live, etc. 

'Tis she so gently dries the tear. 
And strews us flowers from year to year ; 
Can turn the night to rosy dawn. 
And change the dawn to day. 

Livey live, etc. 

Lay hand to hand, ye comrades true. 
There's nought on earth can sunder you ; 
And blithe will be our homeward road 
To win that fairer land. 
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